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ADVERTISEMENT 
T 0 THE 
R R X. DB N 


HE Tranſlator of the Pas Tom Fino; has 
1 thought it would be impoſſible to preſerve . 
the Spirit and Brilliancy of the Original, in this 
his Attempt to render it into Engliſh, without 
adopting the Manner, the occaſional Rhiming, 
the Play of Words, &c. but eſpecially the un- 
fettered Verſifieation of the Author; of whom it 
may be truly ſaid— 


Numeriſque fertur 
Lege ſolutis.—— 


How far the Adoption may be approved, the 
Succeſs of this Tranſlation with the Public, will 
beſt determine. The Tranſlator expects there will 
be a Diveriity of Opinions on it; but firm in his 
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own Senſe of the Matter, and hoping that Num- 
bers may be entertained with a Work, which in 
the Original is ſo exquiſitely beautiful, he hazards 
it thus to the World, reſolving, comme diſoit jadis 
avec tant de Raiſon It vieuxs Meunier.— 


Du'on me blame, qu on me loue, 
Qu on diſe quelque theſe, ou qu'on ne diſe rien 
Jen weux faire à ma Tote. 


The Author of this Performance, the cele- 
brated Cav. Guarini, was born in the Year 1538, 
about twenty-ſix Years before our immortal 
Shakeſpeare, 


Tur ARGUMEN T. 


The Arcadians had offered up for ſeveral Years to their 
Goddeſs Diana, a young Maiden, as a Sacrifice ; being 
adviſed to it by thg Oracle, as the Means of appeaſing 
the Wrath of that Goddeſt, who had viſited them with 
a ſore Peſtilence, on Account of the Death of ber favo- 
rite Prieſt. Amintas ; which qua occaſioned by the perfi- 
dious Treatment he met with from the Nymph Lucring. 
Notwithflanding this their annual Offering, the Cala- 
mity not having ceaſed, they again conſulted the Oracle, 
whoſe Anſawer was now given in theſe Words. 


Your Woes, Arcadians ! never ſhall have End, 
Till Love ſhall two conjoin of heav'nly Race, 
And till a faithful Shepherd ſhall amend, 

By matchleſs Zeal, Lucrina's ola Diſgrace. 


Struck with this Prediction, Ts Dia- 
na, as being deſtended from Hercules, conceives that 
the Means of effecting this ſo defirable an Event, vas 
to cauſe Amarillis, a noble Nymph, and only Daughter of 
Titirus, whoſe Deſcent was from Pan, to be betrothed 
in Marriage to his only Son Silvio. But ſuch was 
this Youth's Averfiar from Love, and firong Attachment 
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to Hunting, that in Spite of all the Solicitude of the two 
Fathers, for the Completion of this Match, it was flill 
deferred. In the mean while, Mirtillo, a young Shep- 
herd, the ſuppoſed Son of the Shepherd Carino, who 
vas a Native of Arcadia, but bad long reſided at 
Elis, became vebemenily enamoured of the betrothed 
Amarillis; who, in her Turn, as ardeatly lowed bim; 
"but did not dare io diſcover her Paſſion, on Account of 
\the extreme Severity of the Laab, which puniſhed Fe- 
male Infidelity with Death. There was a moſt artful 
- Coquet, named Coriſca, wwho wwas become capriciouſly 
in Love with Mirtillo, who cruelly availed herſelf of 
"this Circumſtance, which furniſhed her with too fawor- 
«able an Opportunity of injuring the Nymph, whom ſhe 
bated on Account of her own Paſſion, moſt baſely hoping, 
by the Death of ber Rival, ſhe might the more eaſily 
overcome the remarkable Attachment and Conſtancy of 
this Shepherd. And ſo ingenioaſly did ſhe employ her 
Lies and Stratagems, that theſe auretched Lowers 
ewere unguardedly, and with Intentions very oppoſite 
to thoſe imputed to them, led by her into a Cave; 
in which, on the Accuſation of a Satyr, both of them 
avere ſecured; and Amarillis not being able to prove 
- her Innocence, was condemned to die. Which Sentence 
\though Mirtillo had not the leaft Doubt of ber highly 
deſerving it, and though be knew the Nymph alone by 
abe Law cas to ſuffer, and that be was himſelf exempt 


from Puniſhment ; he reſolved, nevertheleſs, that be 
would lay down his Life for ber; which, by the ſame 
Law, he was allowed to do.” Being then led to the 
Altar by Montano, to whom, as Prieft, that Office be- 
longed, in order to be ſacrificed, Carino happens to come 
up, who was juft arrived from Elis, in queſt of him, 
and ſeeing him in this Situation, no leſs deplorable than 
unexpected, loving bim too equally as if he had been his 
own Son, whilſt be endeavours (anxious to ſnatch him 
from his impending hard Fate) to prove by his Argu- 
ments, that, as a Stranger, he is incapable of becoming 
a Victim for another; to his bau and the unider- 
fal Afloniſhment, it is diſcovered that his dear Mirtillo 
is Son of the Prieft Montano. On which Occaſion the 
true Father bewailing that it ſhould fall to his Lot to 
execute the Law on his own Blood, is by Tirenio, a 
blind Soothſayer, clearly ſatisfied, by the Interpretation 
of the Oracle itſelf, that it was not only oppoſite to the 
Will of the Gods, that this Victim ſhould be ſacrificed, but 
moreover that that happy Period ævas now come to the 
Waes of Arcadia, which had been predicted by the divine 
Voice; with which, as every Circumſtance now flrong- 
ty correſponded, they conclude that Amarillis could not be, 
nor ought to be, the Spouſe of any other than Mirtillo. 
And as a little previous to this, Silvio, thinking to 
wound à wild Beaſt, had pierced Dorinda, who had 
been exceedingly diſtreſſed by the Slight he had ſhewn to 


THE ARGUMENT, 
her violent Paſſion for him, but «uhoſe wonted Savage - 


© weſs was changed by this Accident, and ſoftened into 


Compaſſion 3 after ber Wound was healed, which at 
firſt was thought mortal, and that Amarillis was be- 


come the Spouſe of Silvio, he too became now enamoured 


ewith Dorinda, and married ber; by Means of theſe 


Events, ſo happy and ſo extraordinary, Coriſca is a 


length convinced of, and confeſſes ber Guilt 53 and have 
ing implored Pardon, and obtained it from the lowing 
Couple, her perturbed Spirit now pacified, and ſatiated 


with the Follies of the World, ſbe determines to change 
ber Courſe of Life, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


$11v10, 
Linco, 
MiRTILTLo, 
ErxcGasTo, 
Corisca, 
MonTano, 
'TiTirus, 
DamETas, 
SATYR, 
DorinDa, 
Lvyp1no, 
AMARILLIS, 
N1CANDER, 
Cor1ipon, 
CARINO, 
URzanio, 
TiRkENio, 
MEssENOER, 


Son to Montano. 

An old Man, Servant to Montano, 
In Love with Amarillis. 
Companion to Mirtillo. 

In Love with Mirtillo. 

Father to Silvio, a Prieſt. 

Father to Amarillis. 

An old Man, Servant to Montano. 
In Love with Coriſca. 

In Love with Silvio. 

A Goat-herd, Servant to Dorinda. 
Daughter of Titirus. 

Chief Miniſter to the Prieſt, 

In Love with Coriſca. | 
Suppoſed Father to Mirtillo, 
Companion to Carino. 

A blind Prophet. 


CHORUS oO F 


SHEEPHERDS, 


HunTsMEen, Nxurks, and 
PRIESTS. 


Ja. 


THE 


FAITHFUL SHEPHERD: 


© 


4er „ 
811 v0 LIN CO, with Hontſmene 


$1. Go-ye that have lodg'd 
The horrid Beaſt, to give the uſual Sign 
Of our intended Chaſe—Go, with the Horn 
Wake ev 1 Eye, and with your Shouts all Hearts. 
If there's in Arcady, 
If there's a Swain loves Cynthia and * Sports, 
One whoſe high Breaſt with gen rous Ardor glows 
Among the Woods, his Perſon to expoſe ; 
Now for the Teſt, now let him follow me, 
To where in little Space, 
But to our Valor ample Field, is lodg'd 
That dreadful Boar ; 
That Prodigy of Nature, and the Woods ; 
That Beaſt ſo huge, fo fell, 
And for the Country's countleſs Wounds 
So fam'd a Reſident of Erimanthus : 
The Carnage of the Plains, 
And Terror of the Swains—Go, therefore ye, 
Nor only get the Start, 
B 
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But with the hoarſe-reſounding Horn 

= Pfavoke, and rouſe Aurora's ſleepy Lids. 

„ We, Linco, we wiil go and court the Gods, 

| For with more certain Guide, | 

The deſin'd Chaſe we after ſhall purſue. © 

Who wel! begins, has half perform'd his Work; 

And tis from Heav'n alone, we well begin. 

11 Lin. Silvio, to court the Gods, I much approve ; 

'N But to moleſt the Servants of the Gods * 

5 I diſapprove.— Still in their Reſt are plung'd 

| | The Temple's'Gnardians—for the Mountains Height, 
Long from their Spot withholds tlie dawning Light. 

Sil. To thee, who yet, perhaps, art not awake, 

il All Things, it ſeems, in Slumber fill appear. 

\ Lin. O Silvio, Silvio, why hath Nature giv'n 

In theſe thy ſweeteſt Years, 

A Bloom of Youth ſo beauteous and ſo fair, 

If to deſtroy it be, thy only Care, 

For ſure had I | 

That roſy Cheek, that ſparkling Eye, 

Ye Woods, I'd cry, adieu, 

And other Game purſue ; 

My Life in Sports and Pleaſures I would paſs, . 

In Winter near the Fire; in Summer on the Graſs, 

Sil. Such ſtrange Advice, | 
Thou never gav'ſt before: Why then art thou | 
So chang'd from what thou walt ? 28 6 
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Lin. New Times bring new Dchres. 
So ſurely, were I Silvio, I ſhould do. 
Sil. And I, if I were Linco: | 
But Silvio as I am, 
As Silvio, not as Linco, will I a&. | 
Lin. O heedleſs Boy! why thus ſeek diſtant Game, 
And full of Riſk, . 
When much excelling ev'ry one beſide, 
Thou haſt it near, domeſtic and ſecure ? 
Sil. Speak'ſt thou in Earneſt, ſay, or doſt thou dream}. 
Lin. Tis thou that dream'ſt, not I,— 
Sil. And 'tis fo near ?— 
Lin. As thou art to thyſelf. 
Sil. Lodg'd in what Wood? 
Lin. Thou Silvio art the Wood; 
And for the ſavage Beaſt that there is lodg' d, 
*Tisthy obdurate Heart. | 
Sil. How well I judg'd that thou wer't in a Dream! 
Lin, To have ſo fair, ſo elegant a Nymph. 
But why a Nymph? a Goddeſs I ſhou'd ſay; 
Whoſe form more lovely ſhews 
Than doth the Morning Roſe ; 
Whiter her Neck, more ſoft than Cygnet's Down, 
For whom, how high ſo e'er his Worth, 
There's not a Swain but ſighs, and ſighs in vain z—= 
And ſhe,geſerv'd for thee, 
By Heav'n and Earth for thee alone reſery'd ;— 
And when, without a Sigh, 
B a . 
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Without a moiſten'd Eye, 
O moſt unworthy, rafh, preſumptuous Boy! 
This fair angelic Maid thou might'ſt enjoy; 
Her heavenly Charms to ſhun, 
From her Embrace to run; 
And, Silvio, haſt thou then a human Breaſt? 
Than ſavage Beaſts more fell, it is of Steel confeſt 
Sil. If not to Love be Cruelty pronounc'd, 
Then Cruelty's a Virtue—nor doth Shame 
But Pride affe& me, that it rules my Heart; 
Since 'tis by that alone, I've conquer'd Love, 
A greater Savage. 
Lin. But how can you ſubdue 
What yet you never knew ? 
Sil. T've conquer'd by not knowing. 
Lin. O if but once alone, 
Love, Silvio, thou hadſt known; 
Hadſt thou experienc'd once 
How great the Joy, the Bliſs, 
To be belov'd ; when loving, to poſſeſs 
A Heart that loves again ; 
This ſure had been thy Strain; 
O Life of Love! replete 
With ev'ry tender Sweet, 
Why to my Breaſt ſo tardy didit thou come? 
Leave, leave the Woods 
Unthinking Boy! leave ſavage * and learn to love. 
Sil. Linco, I'd have thee know, | 
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A thouſand Nympbs for one wild beaſt I'd give, 
Which my Melampo in the Chaſe had caught, 
To them I leave thoſe Joys, 

Who better reliſh them feel them not. 

Lin. What wilt thou feel then, if thou feel'ſt not Love, 
The only Cauſe, for which the World doth feel ? 
But truſt me Boy, 

Thou'lt feel him at a Time, 

When Love will be a Crime ; 

He wills that once within our Hearts be felt 

His mighty Power. 

Believe me, for I know it, 

No greater Pain can be, 

Than in old Limbs the wanton Itch of Love. 

For there but ill the Wounded can be cur'd, 

How much ſoe er the Wounder gives him Ad 

If Love thy youthful Heart aſſail, 

To pour his Balm he will not fail; 

If he torment with Grief, 

With Hope he gives Relief; 

And tho' he ſeem to kill, at length he cures : 

But ſhould he ſeize thee in that frigid Age, 

Wherein one's own DefeR, 

More than another's Blame is often wept, 

Then mortal, inſupportable 

Are all his Wounds, then bitter are his Pangs z 

Then ſhould thou Pity ſeek, tis very hard 

If not obtain'd, and, if obtain'd, tis worſe, 
B 3 
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Ah, do not then, before the Time, invite 
The Il!s of Time. 
For if the amorous Fit 
Come on, when Age thy Head hath filver'd o'er, 
© Thou doubly wilt deplore ; 
k Both that, when able, Love thou didſt refrain, 
1 And, when unable, thou would love in vain. 
Leave, leave the Woods 
Unthinking Boy ! leave the wild Beaſts, and learn to love, 
| Sil. As if none elſe were Life, 
| But that which nouriſheth 
The mad Delirium of an am'rous Brain! 
| Lin. Say, in a Seaſon fair, and ſweet as this, 
l Which decks with Flow'rs, and which renews the World 
| Should'ſt thou behold, inſtead of Violet Banks, 


» 


| Of Verdant Meads, of Woods fo richly cloth'd, 

The Pine, the Aſh, the Beach, and branching Elm, 

4 Bare of their leafy Pride, uplift their Heads, 

| Bladeleſs the Fields, and diſembroider'd Hills ;— 

| Would'ſ thou not cry, how languiſhes the Earth! 
How Nature fickens ! now, that very Shock, 

| That vaſt Amaze, this ſtrange Portent, ſhould cauſe, 

O feel it for thyſelf for Heav'n hath giv'n 

Joys to our Years conform, and to our Age 

Its fit Deſires: and juſt as Love 

But ill with hoary-headed Thoughts accords, 

So Youth, that does not fondly cheriſh Love, 

Gainſt Heaven rebels, and ſpurns at Nature's Laws; 
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Look, Silvio, round, 
All in the World that's amiable and fair, | 
Is Love's ſweet Work—Heay'n loves ; the Earth, the Sea, 
Are full of Love, and own his mighty Sway. 
Yon Star, which bright Aurora doth precede, 
Yon beauteous Star, 
Herſelf is fraught with Love, and of her _ 
Feels all the Heat; —and ſhe, who captivates, 
Herſelf, impaſſion'd, ſhines, | 
And this, pecchance, the Hour, 
When her ſtol'n Sweets, when her fond Lover's Arms 
_ Inflam'd, ſhe leaves. 
See how ſhe ſparkles, mark her wanton Smiles! 
Love, through the Woods | 
The fierceſt Beaſts ; Love, through the Waves attends. 
Swift gliding Dolphins, and the ſluggiſh Whales, 
That little Bird which ſings 
So ſweetly, and fo wantonly which flies 
Now from the Beach to the Aſh, 
Now from the Aſh to Myrtle's ffagrant Bloom, 
O had he human Senſe, 
« J burn with Love, he'd cry, I burn with Love!“ 
And in his Heart he truly burns, 
And in his Warble ſpeaks 
A Language, well by his dear Mate conceiv'd, 
And, Silvio, do but hark, 
Clear how his Mate replies, (and let it move) 
And I, my Charmer, I too burn with Love, 5 
B 4 . 
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Thus in the Herds below, 
The amorous Cattle lowe ; 
And thus, when underſtood, 
The Lion in the Wood, 
Tho' roaring, means but Love; 
In ſhort, Creation round, 
But Silvio, nought is found, 
That doth not love—and ſhall he be alone 
In Ocean, Heav'n, and Earth, 
The Soul, where Love's ſweet Paſſion finds no Birth ? 
Ah, forthwith leave the Woods 
Unthinking Boy! leave the wild Beafts, and learn to love, 
Sil. Were then my youthful Years 
To thee committed, but that thou ſhouldſt teach 
The tender, ſoft, effeminate ſtrains of Love? 
Canſt thou forget who thou art, who am I ? 
Lin. IT am a Man, and truly pride myſelf 
On manly Thoughts—and as a Man with thee, 
Or rather who ſhouldſt be, 
I talk of manly Bus'neſs but if chance 
Thou ſpurn that Title, guard that quitting Man, 
Thou quit net too the Skies, and fink to Beaſt, 
Sil. Nor e'er fo fam'd, nor &er fo ſtrong the Arm 
Of Him, the Monſter quelling God had been, 
From whoſe great Source ſo pure my Blood derives, 
But that he early learnt to conquer Love. 
Lin. Sce, poor deluded Boy, how thou doſt rave! 
Say, bad thy fam'd Alcides never loy'd - - 5 
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Where hadſt thou been ? 
Nay, his Succeſs in Fight, his Monſters quell'd, 
Were owing much to Love—Art till to learn 
How for Omphale's ſake, he not alone 
For the fierce Lion's ſhaggy Spoils, aſſum'd 
The flowing Robe, ſoft, female, looſe Attire + 
But for his pond'rous, knotty Club, the Reel 
And feeble Diſtaff in his Hands were ſeen. 
Thus from his Toils, his Labors did he reſt, 
And to her lovely Breaſt, 
As to the Port of Love, he would retire: 
ve. For all his Sighs 
Are as ſweet Breathings from our Troubles paſt, 
And to the Heart ſharp Spurs to future Deeds, 
And as.the Tron, rough and crude itſelf, 
Temper'd with ſofter Metal, ſo refines, 
That, ever, more, and keener it reſiſts, 
Fit thence ſome great Atchievement to perform. 
So brutal, ſavage Force, 
Whoſe Rage ſo often counteracts it{elf, 
Should it be temper'd with the Sweets of Love, 
The Champion thence becomes of faireſt Deeds. 
If then th' unconquer'd God, it be thy Pride 
To imitate, and prove thee of his Race 
Since thou wilt not forſake the Woods, at leaſt 
| Keep to the Woods, but do not Love forſake 2 
* A Love ſo lawful, and fo worthy too 
As that for Amarillis.—Shouldſt thou ſhun 
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Dorinda, I excuſe it, nay commend ; 

Foe with thy Glow of Honor, ill would ſuit 

To be impaſſion'd with a lawleſs Flame, 

And ſo to injure thy beloved Spouſe. 
Sil. How ſay'ſt thou Linco ? She's not yet my Spouſe. 
Lin. Didſt thou not then receive 

Moſt ſolemnly, her plighted Faith receive? 

Proud Boy ! take heed 

How thou provok'ſ the Gods. 
Sil. Man's Freedom is the glorious Gift of Heav'n. 

Heav*n, which ne'er forces Vows by Force obtain'd. 
Lin, Nay, but attend, and underſtand it well: 

Heav'n points out this 

Heav'n, which will crown 

Thy Nuptials with ſuch Honors, and ſuch Bliſs, 
Sil. Belike no other Thoughts 

Employ the ſov'reign Gods! 

Belike this weighty Care, 

And this alone their ſettled Calm diſturbs ! 

Linco, nor one, nor t'other Love I like; 

Born to the World no Lover, but a Hunter ; 

Thou, of Love's Train, go back, I pray, to reſt, 
Lin. Thou ſprung from Heav'n, 

Stern Boy? Nor of celeſtial Seed 

Do I believe thee, nor of human Race, 

But if of human, I would almoſt ſwear, 

That with the Poiſons thou wer't rather got 

Of fell Ale&to and Tifiphone, & 

Than that thou ſhar'dit one Spark of Venus' Glee, 
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MIRTILLO. ERGASTO, 


Mir. O cruel Amarillis, ev'n whoſe Name 
To love, alas! moſt hitterly doth teach; 
O Nymph, more ſweet and fair, 
Than faireſt Lilies are; 
But than the Adder deaf, 
More deaf, and more eſcaping our Purſuit 
Since, ſpeaking, I offend, 
Silent, I'll ſeek my End,— 
But yet for me, for me, 
The Hills and ev'ry Vale ſhall loudly cry, 
And this enchanting Grove, 
Taught to reſound thy charming Name, 
By me, fo often taught, 
Fountains ſhall weep for me, 
oarſe Winds to ev'ry Tree, 
Shall tell my woeful Tale ; 
Ind in my Cheek, all pale, 
Shall Grief and Pity ſpeak :— 
And ſhould all other Things be mute, at leaſt, 
My hapleſs End ſhall ſpeak; 
y Death ſhall tell thee, thou my heart didſt break. 
Erg. Mirtillo, Loye was always a great Plague; 


* 
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But ſtill the more a Plague, the more cenfin'd, 

Since ever by the Rein, 

Which curbs the Lover's Tongue, 

Strength he acquires, and poſts with greater Speed; 

His Mettle till increas'd, the more reftrain'd. 

But ſure ſo long to hide thou'rt much to blame, 

So long from me, the Object of thy Flame; 

Seeing the Flame itſelf thou can't conceal— 

Oft, very oft, I've ſaid Mirtillo's ſtruck, 

Silent, he inward burns, O, do bnt 2% his Look. 
Mir. Pain I endur'd, that ſhe might not be pain'd, 

And ſtill kind Friend ! my Sorrows had been mute, 

But that Neceſſity hath made me bold, 

For ever in my Ears a Buz I hear, 

And through my Ears, it ſtrikes me to the Heart, 

That Amarillis* Nuptials are at Hand. 

But they who talk on't, talk of nothing more, 

And more my Fear forbids me to enquire; | 

As well the World's Suſpicion to eſcape, 

As not to find the Thing I dread, confirm'd, 

For well Ergaſto, Spite of Love, I ſee 

That in my humble, inauſpicious State, 

*T were high Preſumption in me to expect, 

A Nymph ſo fair, ſo lovely, ſo compleat, 

In Blood, in Spirit, in celeſtial Look, 

So all. divine, 

Should c'er be mine. 

Too well my Star's ſad Influence do I know, 
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Born but to Flames; and this my wretched Fate, 
Ever to burn, and burning, kindle Hate; 
But fince the Fates decree, that Death, not Life, 
I muſt prefer ; of every Hope bereft, 
I'll die at leaſt, that ſo to her my Death, 
o her, who cauſeth it, may grateful prove; 
\nd may ſhe not diſdain, at my laſt Breath 
o caſt a piteous Eye, 
And ſighing bid me die. 
et fain, *ere yet another's Hand ſhe bleſs, 
Fain would J ſhe'd conſent I might be heard, 
or once at leaſt be heard. Now if thou lov'ſt 
And truly pity'ſt me, try to gain me this, 
indeſt Ergaſto, help me but in this, 
Erg. A Lover's honeſt Pray'r, a dying Swain's 
Slighteſt Requeſt 3 but yet an arduous Taſk. 

nhappy ſhe, ſhould but her Father know 
That cer to private Suits ſhe lent an Ear; 
Or to her Step Father the Prieſt, if &er 
do dread an Accuſation ſhould be brought. 

or this perchance ſhe flies thee, and perchance 
She loves thee, though ſhe hide it—for the Sex 
Are in their Paſſion much more frail than we, 
gut to conceal their Paſſion much more ſhrewd. 
\nd were it even true that thee ſhe loy'd, 

hat could ſhe other do than fly from thee ? ö 
n vain ſhe liſtens, who can give no Aid, 

d ſhe flies kindly, who were ſhe to ftop 
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Would wound but more—and treaſure this Advice, 


* What muſt be quitted, quit it in a trice.” 


Mir. O were this true! O could I think it fo, 
How dear to me my Pain ! how bleſt my Woe! 
But ſo may Heav'n preſerve thee kindeſt Friend! 
Wilt thou but tell me, which of all our Swains, 
Who's he ſo bleſt, ſo favour'd by the Gods? 

Erg. Doſt thou not Silvio know, the only Son 
Of Montan, Dian's Prieſt ? 

That Swain ſo fam'd among us and fo rich? 
That Youth fo full of Graces. —"Tis the ſame. 

Mir. Bleſt Youth ! who thus in Life's ſo early Spring 
Find'ſt that thy Star ſuch ripen'd Bliſs doth bring, 
No, I not envy thine, but weep my own ! 

Erg. And truly little ſhould he Envy raiſe, 

For more than Envy, Pity doth he claim, 

Mir. And Pity why? 

Erg. Becauſe he loves her not. 

Mir. Lives he? Hath he a Heart? Is he not blind! 
And yet to weigh it well, 

To her, far other Hearts, 

No Flame is left; ſince wholly into mine 

From thoſe ſweet beaming Eyes, 

Her ev'ry Flame, and all her Loves ſhe * 
But why ſo high a Gift beſtow 

On one who knows it not? On one who ſpurns ? 

Erg. Becauſe upon theſe Nuptials Heav'n decrees 
Arcadia's Safety thou doſt not know, perhaps, 
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That to great Cynthia, each revolving Year, 
We're bound to pay—ah ! Tribute, fatal, fad ! 
The guiltlẽſs Blood of ſome moſt beiuteous Nymph, 

Mir. Never before I heard it—'tis quite ftrange 3 
For but a new Inhabitant I'm here, 
And juſt as Love, and as my Fate hath will'd. 
Almoſt a conſtant Burgeſs of the Woods : 
But ſay what Crime ſuch Chaſtiſement deſerv'd ? 
How could a heav'nly Breaſt bear ſo much Wrath? 
Erg. T'll telt thee of our Woes, 
All from their Source, the melancholy Tale; 
A Tale not human Breaſts alone to move, 
But ev'n theſe ſtubhorn Oaks to cauſe to weep, 
Then ere the holy Prieſthood, and the Care 


les, was from younger Prieſts withhe!d, 
A noble Bwain, Amintas was his Name, 


e fair Lucrina lov'd, 

A Nymph, to Wender, elegant, and fair, 

But yet, to Wonder, faithleſs ſhe and vain ; 
Long ſhe approv'd, or fo, at leaſt, £ppear'd 
With Smiles fictitious, with perfidious Looks. 
The pure Affection of the ſmitten Youth, 
And with falſe Hopes, beſide, his Flame ſhe fed, 
Alas! while yet no Rival was at Hand; 

But ſcarce had now—Oh mark the fickle Sex, 
Scarce had a Ruſtic Swain but caſt a Glance ; 
To his firſt Looks, to his firſt Sighs ſhe yields, 
To her new Lover totally reſigns, 
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Ere yet Amivtas felt the leaſt Alarm,— 
Hapleſs Amintas,' who became deſpis'd 
By her, and ſhunn'd; nor ere to hear him more 
Or ſee him, would this wicked Wretch conſent. 
Thou, who know'ſt Love, O judge what he muſt feel, 
Judge of his Grief, his Sobs, his frantic Cries ! 
Mir. Alas, ſuch Woe, all other Woes excecds ! 
Erg. But now when loſt his Heart—his Tears when loſt, 
And fruitleſs all his Plaints—o'erwhelm'd, to her, 
To her, his mighty Patroneſs, he prays ;— | 
& Tf ever Cynthia ! with a Heart unfeign'd, 
If with pure Hands thy Flame I've ever rais'd, 
Now mine zevenge—mine cruelly betray'd 
By a moſt beauteous, but perfidious Nymph. 
The faithful Lover's Pray'r, her fav'rite Prieſt's 
Pathetic Suit, Diana gracious heard. | 
And now Compaſſion kindling up her Wrath, 
Her Rage became more fell: —her Bow ſhe took, 
Her pow'rful Bow, and ſhot into the Midft 
Of ſad Arcadia, Arrows invilible, 
Inevitable Shafts of inſtant Death. 
Now, without Mercy, unaſſiſted fell 
Numbers of ev'ry Sex, of ev'ry Age, 
Vain was all Remedy—to fly was vain, - 
And uſeleſs Art; for oft amid his Wark, 
Before the Patient's Face, the Docter fell-— 
In Woes ſo great, one only Hope remain'd, 
And that in bounteous Heav'n—aud ſtrait Recouric 
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To the moſt neighb'ring Oracle was had, 

By which, indeed, an Anſwer clear was giv*n 

But above meaſure horrible and fad.—— 

That Cynthia was provoKk'd, nor could we hope 

Her wrath t' appeaſe, unleſs Lucrina's ſelf, 

Perfidious Nymph! or from our Nation fprung, 

Some Maid for her, at the great Goddefs* Shrine, 

Ev'n by Amintas' Hand, was offered up. 

She now, when after fruitleſs Tears, and Hopes 

Fiuitleſs conceiv'd, from her new Lover's Aid, 
Was to the ſacred Altar, in dread Pomp, 

A piteous, melancholy Victim led; 

Where at thoſe Feet, which follow'd her in vain 

So late, ev'n at her injur'd Lover's Feet, 

Bending at length her weak and trembling Knees, 

From the young Prieſt her cruel Death ſhe waits. 

Firmly Amintas bass the ſacred Knife, 

And from his Lips inflam'd, he ſeems to breathe 

Rage and Revenge then turning round to her, 

Says with a Sigh, ſad Harbinger of Death! 

Learn from thy wretched Fate, Lucrina, learn 

What Lover thou haſt follow'd—whom thou forſookſt, 

Learn from this Stroke and ſcarcely thus had faid, 

Himſelf he ſtrikes—{trikes deep into his Breaſt 

The fatal Knife, and in her Arms, all pale, 

The Victim and the Prieſt together fell. 

At this ſo dire a Spectacle, fo ſtrange, 

The wretched Maid ſteod motionleſs, aghaſt, 
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"Twixt Life and Death, and hardly yet aſſur'd 
Whether the Knife or Grief transfix*d her Heart, 
But ſoon as Senſe and Speech return'd, weeping 
She falters—O faithful, brave Amintas ! 
O Lover, known to me too late, too late ! 
Who dying, giveſt me both Life and Death! 
Thus for my leaving thee, I thus atone, 
And join eternally my Soul with thine ! 
She ſaid, and ſnatching from the gory Breaſt, 
Too late beloved, the reeking bloody Knife, 
Her own ſhe ſtrikes ; on her Amintas falls, 
Who yet not dead, perhaps the Stroke perceiv'd, 
And ſeem'd with opening Arms to break the Fall. 
Such was theſe Lovers End—to ſuch Diſtreſs 
A Love too true, too faithleſs brought them both. 
Mir. O hapleſs Swain! yet happy too in this 
To have a Field ſo large, and fo renown'd, 
To prove his Faith, and by his Death to raiſe 
Such ſtrong Contrition, and her Heart regain. 
But, ſay, how far'd the poor unhappy Crowd? 
Did their Woes ceaſe? Was Cynthia's Wrath appeas'd ? 
Erg. Her Wrath relented, but extinguiſh'd not: 
For at that Time of the revolving Year, 
With a Return more mercileſs and fierce, 
It rag'd afreſh—on which again we go 
To ſeek the Oracle's Advice; and this, 
This Anſwer, far more dreadful, far more ſad, 
Than what before was giv'n, was brought us now, 
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That to th' offended Deity, we, then, 

And ev'ry Year ſhould offer up a Maid, 

Or Wife, of Luftig three compleat, nor paſt 

The fourth: thus by the Blood of one alone, 

The Blood of one, for thoufands to atone. 

Upon th' unhappy Sex too, the impos'd 

A rigid Law z—a Law, their Nature weigh'd, 

Scarce poſſible to keep, and writ in Blood. 

Thit ſhould a Wife, or Maid, in any Sort, 

Or break, or ſtain the holy Pledge of Love, 

Life be requir'd: —if none for her would die, 

Herſelf, without Remiſſion, muſt atone. 

To this then our Calamity fo. ſad, | 

And fo tremendous, the good Father hopes, . 

By the intended Match, to put an End. 

For having to the Oracle again 

Apply'd, after ſome Time elaps'd, to Jearn 

When we might hope, that Heaven would end our Woes. 

Thus it foretold, in Words exactly theſe ; 

&«& Your Woes, Arcadians! never ſhall have End, 
42 Till Love ſhall two conjoin of heayenly Race; 

And till a faithful Shepherd ſhall amend, 

By matchleſs Zeal, Lucrina's old Diſgrace.“ 

And through Arcadia now, no other Branch 

Of heavenly Root, ſave two, are to be found; 

Silvio and Amarillis : — for the Maid 

From Pan derives, and he from Hercules. 

Nor, for our Puniſhment, at any Time 
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"Till now, a Male and Female from theſe Stocks 

Have met before; and *tis on this Account, 

Montano, with great Reaſon, builds-his Hope. 

And ev'n when all the Oracle hath aid, 

Should not exactly to our Wiſh ſucceed, 

Vet this is our Foundation,—What's beyond, 

Fate, in his deep Abyſs, from us conceals; 

But yet theſe Nuptials may one Day unfold 
Mir. Wretched Mirtillo ! wretched paſt all Hope 

What, ſuch a Hoſt of Foes, 

Such Arms, ſuch dreadful Conflicts to pas: 

Againſt a Heart, already half expir'd! 

And was not Love enough ? 

Muſt Fate too take up Arms to bear me down? 
Erg. Mirtillo, eruel Love 

On bitter Tears and Sighs, 

Tho' ever feeding, never ſatisfies. 

But let's away -I truly promiſe thee, 

My ev'ry Stretch of Thought to exerciſe, 

That the fair Nymph to-day may hear thy Tale, 

Thou calm thyſelf mean while 

For all theſe ardent Sighs 

Are not, as ſeem to thee, 

Refreſhment to the Heart; 

But rather furious Winds, — 

Still blowing up and ſpreading of the Flame. 

The Hurricanes of Love, which ever bring 

To wretched Lovers Fears, 

Black Clouds of Grief, a Deluge too of Tears! 
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SC EN EB III. 


CORIS CA, Sora. 


Was ever ſeen, was ever heard, ſo ſtrange, 
So mad, ſo very troubleſome a Flame 
As mine? A Paſſion mixt of Love and Hate? 
In the ſame Breaſt ſo marvellouſly mixt, 
That one the other, how I cannot tell, 
Prompts and deſtroys, gives Birth to, and yet kills, 
When I behold Mirtillo's ev'ry Grace, 
From his ſmart Foot te his bewitching Face, 
His eaſy Air, his Aſpect ſo ſerene, 
His Geſtures, Manners, Speech, his ev'ry Look, 
Love in my Breaſt fo ſtrongly darts his Ray, 
I'm quite on Fire. All Paſſions elſe ſubſide ; 
Extinguiſh'd all—by this alone o'erpower'd, 
But thinking after, on that rooted Love 
He bears another, that for her he flights 
My Charms—yes, I will fay it—Charms fo priz'd 
By thouſand, thouſand Lovers; Charms ſo fought, 
I fo deteſt, abhor him, and deſpiſe, 
It ſeems impoſſible, that e'er for him ; 
My Heart the finalleſt Spark of Warmth ſhould fee!, 

Sometimes I've Thoughts like een 1 enjoy 
My dear Mirtillo fo could I enjoy 
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That he were wholly mine, and not a Maid 
Poſſeſs d him but myſelf. —O happieſt then, 
Corſſta, happieſt far of all thy Sex! 

And at that Inſtant, for the lovely Youth 

I feel ſuch Kindneſs, ſuch a ſweet good-will, 
That I reſolve to follow him, to ſue, 

And all the Weakneſs of my Heart unfold. 
What more? So ſtrong my Paſſion urges on, 
That were he preſent then I ſhould adore. 

Now changing Sides, reſentful, ſtrait, I ſay, 
A Scorner ? One ſo proud? That will not deign ? 
One too that loves another Maid fo well ? 

One who dares look on me, and not adore ? 

And from my Charms defends him in ſuch Sort, 
As not to die for Love ? And I, who ſhould 

Juſt view him, as I do a thouſand more, 

A Supplicant, and weeping at my Feet. 

A Supplicant, and weeping at his Fest, 

Can I endure to fall ?No,. never! never! | 
Rous'd with this Thought, my Wrath is ſo inflam'd. 

Gainſt him, againſt myſelf, I then reſolve, 

Never to ſock, nor ever fee him more. 

And then my Paſſion and Mirtillo's Name, 

Than Death I more deteſt ; and ſhould rejoice | | 
Were he the moſt diſlreſt, the greateſt Wretch | 
Of all the Swains, -and had I then the Pow'r, 
Withmy own Hands, I'd tear him Limb from Limb. | 
Thus war within my Breaſt; Deſire and Scorn » vw 
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And Love and Hate :=And I, who have till late, 

Been of a thouſind Breaſts the ardent Flame, 

The Torment of a thouſand Hearts, now burn and pine: 

And judge.of others Suffe.ings by my own. 

I, who ſo many Years the City's Pride, 

Of Lovers handſome, blooming, worthy Love, 

Fave baffled the unnumber'd Hopes and Suits, 

Myſelf unhurt—now by a ruſtic Love, 

By a vile Lover, an unpoliſhed Swain, 

Am caught and conquer'd,— Moſt unhappy Maid! 

O bove all others wretched, poor Coriſca ! 

Where had thou been, if chance thou wert not ſtock d 

With other Lovers ? Say, what couldſt thou do, 

This am'rous Heat and Fury to aſſuage ? 

Learn hence, ye Maidens ! learn, at my Expence, 

Of Suitors ever to preſerve a Store, 

Had I now left nor other Hope nor Sport, 

Then this Mirtillo's Love, ſhould I not be 

Finely help'd up indeed? Ill counſel'd Maid! 

O much ill counſel'd ! who to one alone, 

To the Diſtreſs of one poor Love's reduc'd, 

Coriſca ne'er will act that fooliſh Part. 

What's Faith ? What's Conſtancy ? invented Tales 

Of jealous Men, aud merely idle Names, 

Poor, ſimple, artleſs Maidens to delude. 

A Maiden's Conſtaney (if ſuch a Faith 

In any Maid, I vouch it not, is found) 

Is't Goddnels ? Is it Virtue? Is it not 
„ 50 1 
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Love's hard Conltyiint, the ſad unhappy Law 
Of Reauty 
Sure, by Number not to be approved? 

The ſweet, /attraftive Fair by Crowds admir'd, 

Of proper Lovers, if ſhe fix to one, 

And ſlight the reſ.— What's Beauty that's not ſeen 
Or ſeen, if not ador'd ? or, tho' ador'd, 

If but by one ador'd ? For ſtall the more, 

And till the more of Price the Lovers are, 

So much more certain and ſecure her Pledge, 

That in the World ſhe'll be renown'd and rare. 

The Glory and the Pride of pretty Maids, 

Is to have Crowds of Suitors, as you ſee 

The clever, courtly Dames for ever have : 

And thoſe moſt fair, moſt high, have fill the moſt, 
Rejecting of a Lover is with them | 

A Crime; abſurd-—for what one cannot do, 

A Number miay.-Atdangling, one is good; 

One to make Preſents ; one for every Uſe. 

And oft it happens that, without Deſign, 

One cures a jealous Fit another.rais'd ; 

Or ſtirs that Flame in others, a till then. 

Thus am'rous, gay, the courtly Ladies live; 

Where, when a Girl, the Art of ſkilful Love, 

From a high Dame, experienc'd, well I learnt. 
Coriſca, would ſhe fay, your Lovers uſe 

Juſt as you would your Dreſs ; keep always ſtorey 
Preferring one ; but r on the Change. 
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For long Connection breeds Indifference ; 
Indifference Slight; ang Slight produceth Hate. 
And Maidens can't do worſe, than let their Swains 
Scape from their Toils If going, let him go, 
Diſdain'd as tho” by thee, and not with thee. 
Thus ever have I done. -I love a Stock 
Receive them all: to one my Hand I give ;— 

To one a Glance for him Like the belt; 
For him, perhaps, my Boſom I reſerve; 

But always guarding none ſhould touch my Heart. 
Yet, at this Time, I know not how, alas ! 
Mirtillo comes ! and fo diſturbs my Breaſt, 

By Force I ſigh ; nor that alone the worſt, 

Sigh for myſelf ; inſidious Sigh no more. 

Robbing my Limbs of Reſt; my Eyes of Sleep : 
Ev'n I impatiently expect the Dawn, 

That happieſt Time of Lovers, ſeldom calm. 

And ſee, ev'n I, through theſe umbrageous Woods, 
Go penſive, fad, in anxious queſt of him, 

The lovely, hateful Object of my Flame. 

But what to do, Coriſea? - Wilt thou ſue? 

No, for my Hate forbids it, though I would. 
Wilt thou then fly? Nor rhis will Love permit, 
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Ev'n tho” thou oughtſt.— What Part then ſhall I take? 


Firſt, Wiles and ſofteſt Blandiſhments I'll uſe, 
Diſcovering Love, the Lover ſtill conceal'd. 

If this ſhould fail, to Fraud I'll have Recourſe. 
And ſhould this not ſucceed, my Rage ſhall form 
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Some brave Revenge.——Mirtillo! if my Love 
Thou wilt decline, my Hatred thou ſhalt feel. 
Yes, thy fair Amarillis ſhall repent 

That ſhe's my Rival, and to thee fo dear; 
And both ſhall feel, ſeverely to your Coſt, 

A Woman's Rage, whoſe Paſſion thus is croſt. 


SCENE IV. 
TITIRUS, MONTANO, DAMETAS. 


Tit. Montano, ſet me right -I know I ſpeak 
To wiſer than myſelf. —Theſe Oracles | 
Are much more deep than we are apt to think, 
Their Anſwers to a Knife may be compar'd, 
Which, at the Handle if you rightly take, 

Is ſafe employ' d; if at the Blade, it wounds. 
That my dear Amarillis, as thou ſay'ſt, 

Should, by the high Decree of Heav'n, be choſen 
Fit Inſtrument Arcadia to preſerve, 

Who can defire it with ſuch anxious Zeal 

As I who am her Father? But again, 

When what the Oracle has ſaid, I weigh, 
Appearances but ill fupport our Hopes. 

If Love muſt join them, where's the Likelihood, 
When one ſo flies? For how can Scorn and Hate 
Be e'er ſuppos'd the proper Bands of Love? 

Ill is oppos'd whatever Heaven ordains; . | 
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And if oppos'd, it ſeems a certain Sign, 
"Twas not by Heav'n ordain'd. To whom, moſt fure, 
Had Amarillis ſeem'd a Conſort fit 
For thy Son Silvio, he'd be form'd for Love, 
Rather than thus a Hunter of wild Beaſts. 
Mcn. Doſt thou not ſee how very young he is? 
As yet his ſeventeenth Year is not compleat. 
Truſt me, ev'n he in Time, will burn with Love. 
Tit. Yes, for wild Beaſts may burn, but not for Nymphs. 
Mon. Young. Breaſts, to ſuch like Mrs, are more 
inclin'd. 
Tit. And is not Love as nat'ral as ſoch n 
Mon. Love, when too young, is an unnat'ral Thing. 
Tit. Love ſeems the faireſt Bloſſom of our Spring. 
Mon. Bloſſom perhaps it may, but bears no Fruit. 
Tit. Ripe Fruit it bears, ev'n when the Bloſſoms ſhoot, 
But here I come, Montano, not to prate, 
Nor yet diſpute with thee I neither can, 
Nor ouzht a tender Father thou behold, 
Of a dear, only Daughter; and Pll add, 
With Leave, one molt deſerving, greatly fought, 
Yes, with an ardent Love, by many ſought. 
Mon. The', Titrus, the high Fates had not proclaim'd 
This Marriage made in Heay*n ;—our Faith on Earth 
So plain diſcovers it, *twould be in us, 
In us, who ſee ſo clear, an impious Slight 


Of Cynghia's Pow'r, did we the Match eppolſe, 
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And well thou know'ſt how fore her Wrath is felt. 
But far as I can penetrate—as far 

As the rapt Ken of Miniſters can pry 

Into th' eternal Counſels of the Gods, 

This Knot is knitted by the Hands of Fate. 

And what we now preſage (be firm in Faith) 

In its due Time will fully be diſclos'd. 

More I will tell you; for this Night a Dream 


Hath ſhewn me Things, from whence our ancient Hope 


Stronger than ever in my Heart's renew'd. 


Tit. Twas a mere Dream, but what waſt that thou ſawꝰſt? 


Mon. I will ſuppoſe thou recollectſt (for who 


So ſtupid is there not to recollect?) 


That melancholy Night, when o'er his Banks 

The tumid Ladon molt tremendous roſe. 

So that where Birds were wont to build their Neſts, 
There ruſh'd the Fiſhes; and the furious Wave 

In the ſame Courſe-mmpetuouſly drove 

Mankind and Animals, and Flocks and Herds. 
Twas on that very Night, Remembrance fad ! 

T loſt my Heart; nay, dearer than my Heart, 

A tender Infant, in his ſwaddling Clothes, 

Then too my only San :— my dear Delight 

When living; as when dead, Affliction dear, 
Such was the Torrent's Fury that, alas! 

Before the leaſt Aſſiſtance could be giv'n, 

Plung'd, as we were, in Darkneſs, Slecp, or Fear, 
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It bore him in his Cradle far away. 


And I've concluded, as it muſt have been, 


That both the Child and Cradle, at one Time, 
Were in th' ingulphing Whirlpool ſwallow'd up. 
Tit, What elſe could be fuppos'd ? and T, methinks, 
Have heard before, perhaps, from thee have heard 
This thy Misfortune, truly full of Woe, + 
And bitter Recollection paſt Relief 
And thou, of thy two Sons, mayſt truly ſay, 
One for the Woods was born, one for the Waves. 
Mon. Perhaps kind Heav'n, in the ſurviving Son, 
May make me rich Amends for him that's dead. 
We ought to hope the beſt. Now hear me on 
Twas at that very Hour, *twixt Night and Day, 
Ev'n when the duſky Ray of Dawn confounds 
Darkneſs and Light, when all my Thoughts intent 
Upon theſe Nuptials, through the tedious Night 
Had kept my Lids unclos'd z—at length, o'ercome 
With long Fatigue, ſweet Sleep ſtole on my Eyes; 
And that ſweet Sleep ſo clear a Viſion brought, 
I could have ſaid, though ſleeping, I'm awake. 
Methought on fam'd Alpheus's Bank I ſat, 
Beneath a ſpreading Plane Tree's verdant Shade, 
Tempting, with Hook diſguis d, the finny Race; 
When all at once, from out the Flood, appears 
A naked, venerable Man; his Hair . 


All dropping, as all dropping too his Beard, 
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And with both Hands ſtretch'd out, and Look benign, 
Preſents me with a naked, weeping Child, 
And adds, behold thy Son ! O ſpare his Life! 
Thus ſaying, ſtrait he plung'd into the Wave. 
Now on a ſudden, in the troubled Air, 
Black Clouds collect, and threat a.dreadful Storm: 
That, ſtruck with Fear, the lovely Babe I claſp'd 
Cloſe to my Breaſt, and cry'd, ſhall then the Hour 
That gave thee to me, take thee back again ? 
And all as ſoon, methought, the Sky was calm 
And in the River thick fell calcin'd Bolts, 4 
And Bows, and thouſand, thouſand broken Shafts. 
Now. ſhakes the Plane Tree's Trunk, from whence proced 
A ſhrill and ſubtle Sound that form'd a Voice | 
And ſweetly whiſper'd in its tender Strain, 
« Prieſt, thy Arcadia yet ſhall rear her Head.” 
And in my Heart, my Sight, my Mind, ſo ſtrong 
The dear Impreſſion of this Dream remains, 
It will attend me whereſo'er I go. 
But moſt of all the cou: teous, good old Man 

Still ſtands before me, holding out the Child. 
For this thou ſawſt me haſtening to the Temple, 
Juſt as thou metſt me.— There I meant, with Vows 
and holy Sacrifice, t infure my Dream. 

Tit. QurDreams are truly vain Appearances 

Of what we hope of future Thipgs no Clue; 
The Day's Impreſlions, which the Shades of Night 
Corrupt and ſpoil, and variouſly diſguiſe. | 
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Mon. Not always with the Senſes ſleeps the Soul. 
Nay, ſhe's the more awake, the leſs diſturb'd 
By the deluding Forms the Senſes raiſe, 
And active moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems at Reſt. 
Tit. In ſhort, of theſe our Children, what the Gods 
May have decreed, to us is too obſcure. 
But this we know, that flighting Nature's Law, 
Thine flies, a Stranger to the Voice of Love; 
Whilſt mine, the Obligation hath alone 
Of plighted Faith, nor like to taſte the Fruit. 
Whether ſhe love or not, I cannot tell, 
But this I know, ſhe many makes to love; 
Nor ſeems it poſſible ſhe ſhould not feel 
Herſelf that Paſſion ſhe makes others feel. 
Ot late too I obſerve ſhe's greatly chang'd ; 
Penſtve, diſturb'd, ſhe ſeems, and wears no more 
That ſmiling, feſtive Look, ſhe ever wore, 
But to amuſe a Maiden with the Hope 
Of Marriage, and not marry her, isa Crime, 
In ſome fair Garden, thus, the gentle Roſe, 
Invelop'd in its tender, verdant Spoils, 
Shut up as yet and cloſe, 
And in the Shade of Night's all N Veil, 
Untende41, unobſerv'd, 
Reſted on its maternal Stem, reclin'd ; 
But the firſt gilding Ray has ſcarce appear 4. 
Swift darting from the Eaſt, 
It wakes, becomes alive, 


3» Tux FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


And to th' admiring, gazing Sun, unfolds - 
Its Boſom of Vermillion and Perfume, 


From whence th' induſtrious, early, taſteful Bee, 


With grateful Hum extracts the netar'd Dew, 

But if not gather d then, 

If left to feel the ſcorching Mid-day Heat, 

With the declining Sun it droops apace; 

So chang'd in Colour, on its leafy Buſh, 

You ſcarce regard ĩt longer as a Roſe. 

So the young Virgin, whom maternal Care 

Preſerves and ſhuts up cloſe, 

Her Boſom too is ſhut, and is ſecur d 

From Love's Deſitesz. | 

But let the heated Lover's wanton Glance 

Once catch her Eye, 

Let her once liſten to his am'rous Lore, 

At once ſhe opens to him all her Heart, 

And in her tender Boſom feels the ſmart : 

Which, ſhould her Virgin 993g conceal, 

Or Fear reſtrain, 

With ſecret Paſſion inwardly the pines z\ 

And it it laſt, her Bloom, 

Will totally conſume, 

And loſing thus her Prime, her Chance is loft, 
Mon. Tit'rus, be of geod Chear. 

Nor thus degrade thyſelf with wordly Fear: 

For Heav'n doth well — 
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The Heart that firmly hopes. 

Nor can deſpairing Vows e' er reach ſo high. 

But in Diſtreſs, if ev'ry one ſhould pray, 

And in th' Immortals truſt ;— 

Thoſe, who from them derive, 

Surely above all others ought to pray. 

Our Children too are ſprung 

From heavenly race; | 

And others as they bleſs, 

Their Seed they'll ſurely bleſs, 

Let's go, my Friend, let's go 

Together to the Temple, and with Zeal, 

Thou offer up to Pan a Goat, and I 

A Steer to Hercules. 

Who makes the Flocks to thrive, 

Him too will make to thrive, 

Who with the Flocks doth make the Altar thrive, 

Thou, good Dametas, go _ 

And inſtant chooſe a Steer, , 

Of the fat Herd, the ſleekeſt and moſt fair. 

And o'er the Mountain, by the ſhorteſt Track, 

Conduct him to the Temple; where I'll wait. 
Tit. And from my Flock, dear Man! bring me à Goat. 
Dam, Both one and rother ſtrictly I'll o:ferye, 
Tit, This Dream, Montano, 

Nay ut ſo pleaſe the Goodneſs of the Gods, 

Lat it prove proſp'rous ev n to thy Wiſh, 
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Well, well I know how much, | 
This the Remembrance of thy Son that's loſt 
May to thy Mind portentive ſeem of good. 


SCENE V. 


SATYR. 


As Froſt to Plants; to Flow'rs the raging Heat; 
The batt'ring Hail to Corn; to Seed the Worm 3 
To Stags the Toils; to Birds the limey Twig; a 
To Men thus fatal ever hath been Love. 

And he who nam'd it F ire, well underſtood 

Its moſt deceitful and injurious Pow'r. 

For view but Fire, how bright and pleaſant tis! 
Touch it, and O how fierce ! Nor hath the World 
Another Monſter terrible as this. | 
Voracious as wild Beaſts ; like Steel it cuts 

And pierces ; and is rapid as the Wind. 

And whereſoe'er his lordly Foot he ſets, 

All Obſtacles in ev'ry Place muſt yield. 

Juſt ſo is Love for him if you behold 

In two bright Eyes, or flowing Treſſes fair, 
How he allures and pleaſes ! how he ſeems 

Joy to the Breaft, and comfort to inſpire ! 


But come too near him, play with him too much, 
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do that from creeping firſt, he gather Strength, 
lo Tyger in Hircania half fo fierce, 
ot Lybia's Lions, nor her venom'd Snakes, 
or Rage, at all with him may be compar'd. 
ot Hell, nor Death ſo cruel ; Pity's Foe, 
he Miniſter of Wrath; and in a Word, 

e's Love, without a Spark of Love about him. 
Zut why ſpeak I of him? Why blame I him? 
Doth he then cauſe the Miſchief which the World 

ot loving, raving rather, brings to pals. 

omen ! *tis on your Perfidy we fix 

he Cauſe of ev'ry am'rous Infamy. 

Df all he hath that's ſavage and unkind, 

Ye are the Source from Love it doth not ſpring. 

or in his Nature placid and benign, 

\t once with you. his ev'ry Virtue's loſt. 

Thoſe thouſand Avenues to gain the Breaſt, 

nd reach the Heart, ye ſhut to him at once. 

Ve lure him but without—there build his Neſt, 

our only Care, your Pride, your dear Delight, 

Plac'd on the Surface of a ſimp'ring Face. 

'clow your Notice now, with Truth to greet _ 
im who loves truly; and with him who loves, 
o vie in Love; and in two Boſoms lodge 

pe Heart; and in two Minds the ſelf ſame Soul, 


zut ye muſt tinge your ſenſeleſs Locks with Gold; 


\nd Part into a thouſand Curls ve ſwell, 
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Clouding your Foreheads ; whilſt the other Part 
Braided in Nets, runs twining round the Buſh. 

And thus a thouſand Lovers Hearts ye catch. 

O how unworthy, what a loathſome Thing, 

To ſee how oft you take the Pencil up 

To paint your Cheeks, thus to conceal the Faults 

Of Time and Nature; when to our Surprize, 

Your livid Pale aſſumes the bluſhing Roſe ! 

Ye fill up Wrinkles—Brown ye turn to fair— 

With Faults cure Faults ; or rather make them worſe, 
Ye tie a Thread acroſs, one End fecur'd 

Between your Teeth; the left Hand t'other holds, 
The right direfts the running Nooſe, and opes 

And ſhuts, like ſhaving Steel :—and this apply'd 

To your rough, downy Faces, ev'ry Hair 

Is ſhorn, the growing Pile pluckt up; with Pain 

So ſharp, the very Crime is Puniſhment. 

But this is nothing yet—for to your Deeds, 

Your Manners and your Tricks are cloſe ally'd, 

For have you any Fhing that is not feign'd ? 

D'ye think ? 'tis falſe.-D'ye ſmile? your ſmiles are fa! 
D'ye move your Eyes? the very Look's Deceit. 

In ſhort, your ev'ry Act, your ev'ry Face, 

What we behold in you, and what's conceal'd, 

D'ye talk, think, move, look, weep, or laugh or fing ? 
The whole's a Cheat—but this is trifling yet— 

Moſt to deceive who truſt you moſt, and leaſt to love 
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Thoſe worthieſt Love, and Canſtancy to hate 

Ev'n worſe than Death —theſe are the fatal Arts 

Which render Love fo cruel and perverſe. 

The Source, the Fault then of his Crime is yours; 

Or rather theirs, the Fools who truſt to you. 

Then mine's the Fault, in thee who could confide, 

Coriſca | moſt unprincipled and falſe. 

Come hither only for my Bane, I think, 

From Argo's moſt abandan'd, wicked Shores, 

Where Luxury in all her Vice is ſunk. 

But thou ſo well canſt feign, ſo ſhrewd, ſo apt 

From others to conceal thy Deeds and Thoughts, 

That now among the chalteſt thou wilt mix, 

Vain of a Reputation undeſerv'd. 

What Toils have I endur'd, what Inſults borne, 

For this obdurate and ungrateful Woman ! 

I now repent I'm now aſham'd ;—Raſh Youth, 

Whoe'er thou art who lov'ſt, learn from my Woes 

To idolize no Face—afſur'd of this, 

She that's ador'd's a Deity of Hell, 

Full of herſelf, vain of her Pow'rs of Face. 

O'er thee, who worſhippeſt, ſhe as a Goddeſs 

Diſdains and-treats thee as a mortal Thing, 

Vaunting, by her inherent Right, ſhe's fuch 

That Paragon, thy Baſeneſs had ſuppos'd her. 

Why ſuch Servility ? So many Pray'rs ? | 

Such weeping and lamenting ?. leave thoſe Arms _. ' 
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To Women and to Children z—let our Breaſts, 

Ev'n in their Loves, be manly and be firm. 

Time was, I thought, that Sighs and Tears and Pray'rs 
Would move a Woman's Pity, and would raiſe 
Within her Breaſt the ſacred Flame of Love. 

I now perceive my Error ;—it her Heart 

Be made of Flint, in vain are Floods of Tears, 

In vain with Sighs, thou'lt ſtrive to kindle Heat, 
Stcel only can on ſuch a Heart ſtrike Fire. 

Would thou be ſure to gain the Maid thou lov'ſt, 
Away, away with ſighing and with Tears. 

And ſhonld thy Flame he very fierce indeed, 

Keep it within the Center of thy Heart 

With all thy Skill conceal'd ; till Time unfold 
What Nature and what Love do counſel belt, 

For ſince that Modeſty hath all the Air 

To be the Woman's Virtue, then for us 

To wooe them modeſtly is a Miſtake. 

And they who practiſe it with ſo much Art, 

If us'd to them, deteſt it. Thus their Spark 

In them muſt like it, but himſelf be bold, 

Under theſe Laws, ſo natural and juſt, 

Tf thou'lt attend to me, thou'lt ever love, 

No more in me Coriſca then ſhall find 

'The fooliſh, whining Lover, but inſtead, 

A bitter Foe z— no more ſhall my Attacks 1 
Be made with Women's Arms; but manly, firm | 
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T'll preſs and wound her deep. Already twice, 
Twice have I caught this Wretch ; but how, I know not, 
Both Times from out my Clutches ſhe eſcap'd— 
But if a third I get her in my Toils, 

So ſure have I contriv'd to make of her, 

That ſhe cannot eſcape. This is the Hour, 
She often uſes to traverſe theſe Woods, 

And I to find her out, like a keen Honnd, 

Go ſnuffing all around, —O what Revenge 

I'll have, if I ſucceed! what ſhe ſhall feel ! 

I'll let her ſee the blind at-length is couch'd ! 
T'11 let her fee a wanton, faithleſs Woman, 
Shall not long glory in her wickhed Arts, 
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O! in the Breaſt of Jove's high written Law, 
All pow'rful, and coeval with himſelf! 
Whoſe am'rous Force benign, 
Pours out that Good, tho" not conceiv'd, yet felt 
By all created Beings; 
Which ev'ry Mind doth ſway, and Nature rules. 
Not merely the frail Bark, 
Which, blindly ſenſitive, ſtill fprings, and dies; 
But moves and governs ev'n the ſecret Seeds, | 
And inward Cauſe, whoſe Subſtance is eternal ! © + -* 
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And if the World be pregnant, and prodnce 
Wonders ſo beauteous, and fo numberleſs ; 

And if throughout, where Phœbus' Rays are felt, 
Through th* ample Moon, thro' the Titanian r. 
A Spirit lives, which agitates, 


And with its ſovereign Virtue rules the mighty Maſs g: 


It thence ſprings human Race ;j— 

Tf thence the Animals and Plants have Life; 
Whether the Earth the flow'ry Youth of Spring 
Aſſume, or wear the wrinkled Brow of hoary Age; 
All flows from thee, from thy immortal Fount | 
Nay more ;—whate'er on mortal Men, 

The wand'ring Planets ſhed : 

From whence their Star, now furions, and now mild, 
Show'rs on them, here below, or Good, or Ill; 
Whence frail Exiſtence gains — 

Its natal Hour, or final Term receives; 

What or diſturbs, or cala, 

The various Paſſions of the human Breaſt z= 
Why Fortune gives, or takes away, 

To whom miſtaken Men aſcribe the whole; 
From thee, tis from thy Virtue all proceeds! 

O Ward, infallible, and true! 

If truly its high Senſe from thee emane; 

That after Toils fo numberleſs, at length, 
Arcadia ſhall have Reſt and Peace and . 

If what hath been foretold, 
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Ev'n by the Mouth of Oracles fo fam'd, 
Of this high-fated Pair, be truly thine ;j— 
And in the Rolls of Deſtiny 
This thy Reſolve irrevocable ſtands, 
go that their ſolemn Anſwer muſt ſucceed ;— 
Who then thy mighty Will ſhall dare impede? 
And yet, of Love and Tenderneſs the Foe, 
One fierce and ſtubborn Boy, 
Tho' of celeſtial Race, with Heav'n contends ;— 
Whilſt one, alas! his modeſt Flame would quell, 
Conſtant his Love in vain, | 
For that his Flame thy high Decree offends. 
And ſlill the leſs he hopes | 
His Tears ſhall move, his Services ſucceed; 
The more his Conftaney, his Flame augments, 
And ſhe, the Fair thus deſtin'd for his Woe, 
Herſelf is deſtin'd to be ſhunn'd and ſcorn'd. 


Is then this Pow'r eternal with itſelf, 
So much at Variance ? 


Thus doth one Deſtiny oppoſe another ? 

Shall then preſumptuous human Hope, 
Not yet, perhaps, enough ſubdu'd and tam'd,. 
Thus in Rebellion riſe, 

And ſeem to threat the Skies 

With a new Race of wicked Giants arm'd, 
Of Lovers and no Lovers? 


Do we ſo highly dare ?—S$hall Love and Scorn 


| 
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Thoſe Pow'rs ſo blind, o'er ſtarry Heay'n prevail? 
But thou, who dwel'ſt above the Stars and Fate, 
Great Ruler of the Sky ! 

Whoſe Wiſdom infinite our Courſe direRs ! 
Behold, behold we pray, our dubious State ! 
With Deſtiny accord 

Diſdain and Love; and with paternal — 
Temper fierce Heat and Froſt. 

Let not him fly and ſcorn, who ſhould enjoy ;j— 
Let not him love, whom Fate forbids to hope ; = 
O ſuffer not a Will deprav'd and blind, 

Thus to withhold thy Mercies from Mankind 
But who ſhall ſay ? perhaps the very Caſe 
Which now aſſumes Misfortune's horrid Face, 
May, in the End, be fayour'd with thy Grace, 
As hard for human Minds to pierce the Skies, 
As *tis to view the Sun with mortal Eyes. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


% 
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ERGASTO. MIRTILL OO. 
ERGASTO., 
O What a Way I've been in queſt of thee ! 

All by the Brook, the Mead, up to the Hill; 
Cloſe by the Spring, the Ring; then to the Courſe ; 
At length, Thanks be to Heay'n ! I find thee here. 

Mir. What News haſt thou, Ergaſto, | 
Worthy this Haſte ? Doſt bring me Life or Death? 
Erg. This, tho' I had it, I could never give; 

That, tho' I have it not, I hope to give. 

But ſuffer not thy Grief fo to overwhelm - 

And maſter thee : Be maſter of thyſelf, 

If others thou would'ſt maſter. Sometimes rouſe,; 

Be gay ſometimes. But liſten whilſt I tell 

The Reaſon I have ſought thee with ſuch Haſte, 

Doſt know, (but who is there that doth not know ?) 

The Siſter of Ormino? In her Form 

She's rather tall; of Aſpect that will chear ; 

Light are her Treſſes, but a little ting'd,— 
Mir. Her Name? | 
Erg. Coriſca. 
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Mir. But too well I know her, 
And I've occaſionally ſpoke with her. 

Erg. Know, ſhe's of late become—obſerye the Luck— 
(I know not by what Privilege or Chance) | 
Companion to the beauteous Amarillis. 

So that to her, in Confidence, I've told 

Thy Paſſion for her Friend; and what thou aſk'ſt 
T've mention'd, and the readily engag'd 

To me her Word, and Service in thy Cauſe, 

Mir. © bleſt a thouſand, thouſand Times am I, 
Should this be true above all Loyers ble! ! 

But, prithee, ſaid ſhe nothing of the Means? 

Erg. No, not a Word z—and I will tell thee why 
Coriſea ſays, before ſhe can contrive 
And fix her Plan, it might be well ſhe knew 
Exactly ail the Progreſs of thy Love. 

This fully would enable her to pry 

Into the Nymph's Deſign; and would ſuggeſt 
What Method, whether Pray'rs, or whether Art; 
What's beſt to try, and what to leave untry d. 
»T'was on this Mative only with ſuch Haſte 

I ſought thee :--80, I'd have thee from the firſt, 
Relate me the whole Story of thy Love. 

Mir. This faithfully il do, But nos, Ergaſte, - 
Recalling of this Theme, i 
(Ah, much too bitter for a Wretch chat loves, 

And loves without all Hope!) 


— 
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Is like the waving of a Torch ith* Wind; 

By which, as ſtill the more 

The Blaze increaſes, ſo with ev'ry Toſs 

The eager Flame conſumes the Torch the more, 

Or ſhould you move ſome ſharply painful Dart 
That's deep infixt, 

Still as you try to pluck it out, the Wound 
Augments, and with the Wound, the Suff ring too. 
Alas! what, I hall tell, too plain will prove 

How vain, and how fallacious are the Hopes 

Of Lovers! and this Property of Love, 

Tho? (ſweet may be its Root, 

Yet bitter is its Fruit! 

In that fair Seaſon, when the Day now gains 

Upon the Night ('tis juſt a Year compleat) 

This charming Stranger, this new Sun of Beauty, 
Came with her heav'nly Countenance to chear, 

As with another Spring, my native Place. 

Then lovely were ye for her Sake alone, 

Elis and Piſa, then ye rear'd your Heads 

Brought thither by her Mother, at the Time 

Of our grand Feſtival, when to great Jove 

Our Sacrifices and our public Games, 

So much renown'd, we're wont to celebrate. 

Twas meant ſo ſweet a Sight, 

Should feaſt her lovely Eyes z ; 
But ſtill her lovely Eyes, 4 L 
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A greater Feaſt did prove, more ſweet than all ! 
And twas my Fate, who ne'er till then had felt 
The ſlighteſt Spark of Love, 
Alas! with ſcarce a Look, 
Juſt glancing on her Face, 
At once was I on Fire! 
And all difarm'd at the firſt beaming 1 
She level'd at my Eyes, 
Swift through my Breaſt I felt a Beauty run, 
That ſeem'd imperiouſly to ſay, 
Give me thy Heart, Mirtillo! 
Erg. How pow'rful Love ! thou ruleſt human Breaſts, 
He only who hath felt, can well conceive, 
Mir. See, what induſtrious Love 
Ev'n in the ſimpleſt, ſofteſt Breaſts can do. 
Strait I diſcloſe the Feelings of my Heart, 
To a dear Siſter, who, from cordial Zeal, 
Was now Companion to my cruel Nymph, 
During her Stay at Elis and at Piſa. 
From her alone, as Love did ſeem to prompt, 
Counſel I begg'd, and ev'ry am'rous Aid 
In this my Situation ſo diſtreſt. 
And now in her own Robes ſhe tricks me out, 
With borrow'd Hair ſhe binds my Temples round, 
Braided with curious Plaits, and deckt with Flow'rs. 
A. Bow upon my Shoulders; to my Side 


A ſplendid Quiver gracefully ſhe hangs ; 
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nd Words and Looks ſhe teaches me to feign, 
ith Smiles upon my Face; on which, as yet, 
othing of Beard was ſeen to mark my Sex. 

\nd at the proper Hour ſhe leads me forth 

To where the beauteous Nymph was wont to go 
\nd where ſome elegant and noble Maids, 

rom Megara, we met, by Blood ally'd, 

\s ſince I found, and Friendſhip, to my Queen. 
ho mid them all ſtood like a ſtately Roſe, 

loſe by a Bed of humble Violets. 

and having now awhile, without a Thought, 
Or Bus'neſs to amuſe, inert remain'd ; 

\ Megarenſian Lady ſtarted up, 

and ſaid—* Shall we then at a Time of Games 
Df Palms ſo celebrated, ſo renown'd, 

Shall we not have our Paſtimes and our Sports ? 
hy not as well as Men, to us allow'd 

eapons that ſuit with mock Engagements too ? 
My Siſters ! if my Counſel ye approve, 
Something ev'n now let's practiſe, tho' in Jeſt, 
With Armour of our own, among ourſelves, 


Which one Day, we in earneſt may be forc'd 
Againſt the Men to exerciſe with Skill. 
Let's kiſs ;—in Kiſſes let our Conteſt be, 

And ſhe the clev'reſt Kiſſer in the Throng, 
Who gives the beſt and higheſt flavour'd Kiſs, 
To her, in Honour of her Victory, 
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This ſweetly choſen Garland be adjudg'd.” 
Laughing, this odd Propofal all approve ; 
And many give the Challenge; many more 
Too hot to wait for any Signal giv'n, 
-Confus'dly ruſh into this ſportive War. 
Which, when the Megarenſian Lady ſaw, 
She firſt commands Attention ;—then ſhe adds, 
« Of theft our Kiſſes ſhe's the fitteſt Judge, 
Who is allow'd to have the prettieſt Mouth.” 
At once, the beauteous Amarillis, all 
To be their Judge unanimouſly chooſe. 
She ſweetly downward caſts her lovely Eyes, 
Whilſt o'er her Cheeks a modeſt Bluſh is ſpread, 
Proving that ev'ry Excellence within, 
Compleated the Perfection ſeen without. 
Or whether that her beauteous Face might glow 
Wich Envy at theſs Honours to her Mouth. 
And thus her Crimſon Mantle did put on, 
Meaning with graceful Dignity to ſhine— 
As if to ſay——** I too can boaſt my Charms! 

Erg. How timely didſt thou take the Form of Nymph, 
Moſt happy! and as if thou hadſt foreſeen | 
The Sweeis'thon wert to taſte !\— 

Mir. Nowſat, her am'rous Office to perform 
The lovely Judge; and as the Order was, 
And Cuſtom of Megara, ev'ry Maid, 
Advanc'd, by Lot a Specimen to give 


* 
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Of her Mouth's Sweets, her Savour kiſſing Skill, 
o this reſplendent Fair ! 
his Paragon divine of Sweets ! 
his Mouth of rapturous Bliſs ! 
This Mouth ſo elegant, that well might ſeem 

Nome precious, perfum'd Indian Shell, 

ith rareſt, oriental Pearl bedeckt ! 

\nd for the Part which ſhew'd 

And hid the matchleſs Treaſure, it outvied 

he bluſhing Roſe, with ſweeteſt Honey mixt, 

Fain, my Ergaſto, would I thus expreſs 

Sweetneſs ineffable, which from her Lips, 

In kiſſing her I taſted j—— 

But thou from this may'ſt judge, that not the Mouth 

hich taſted, its Repaſt can half deſcribe. 

nduſtriouſly collect, whate'er of Sweets, 

Or Cyprian Canes, or the Hyblean Hives 

an boaſt— tis all but nothing, when compar'd 

To the rich Sweetneſs which I taſted then! ! ! 

Erg. O happy Theft! O Kiſſes full of Sweet! 

Mir. Yes, ſweet ; but not compleat ;j— 

zecauſe the better Part was wanting yet; 

That Part which fills the Meaſure to the Brim;— 
ove gave them — twas not Love that gave them back. 
Erg. But tell me, what might be thy Feelings then, 

don as thou found'ſt it was thy Lot to kiſs? 
Mir. Upon theſe Lips, Ergaſto, 
es- my whole Soul came ruſhing all at once! 
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My Life, collected in this little Space, 

Was at that Inſtant nothing but a Kits ! 

Unnerv'd were all my Limbs, 

Trembling and faint, of all their Strength depriv'd. 
And now, as I approach'd her beaming Eyes, 

As one, who deeply truck, 

That what he did was Artifice and Theft, 

I fear'd the Majeſty of her bright Looks. 

But by th' enchanting Magic of her Smile, 
Recover'd ſoon, I boldly ventur'd on. 

Love then, Ergaſto, artful took his Stand, 

Within her ſweet Vermilion Lips conceal'd, 

As twixt two Roſe Buds often lurks the Bee, 

And whilſt reſtrain'd, unmov'd, ſhe paſſive ſat, 

As to her Mouth my eager Lips I preſs'd, 

Its honey'd Sweetneſs only could I taſte ;— 

But from herſelf when now the Offer came, 

When pouted out each ſweet, voluptuous Roſe ;j— 
(If 'twas my Fortune, or her Courteſy, 

For ſure I am that Love it could not be) 

When ſmack'd theſe Lips as they encounter'd mine z— 
(O dear, moſt precious, and moſt keen Delight! 
Have I then leſt thee, and do I ſurvive?) 

Then of the am'rous Bee the Sting I felt 

Moſt ſweet, moſt pungent, paſſing thro' my Heart; 
Giv'n back to me, perhaps, for farther Wounds, 

I fecling my Death's Stroke, was on the Point, 
Juſt as a deſp'rate Man, with furious Tecth, 
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Theſe homicidal Lips to bite and mark 
But by her Violet Breath at once reſtrain'd; 
Which, like the breathing of ſome fainted Soul, 
My Modeſty recall'd, and calm'd my Rage. 
Erg. O Modeſty ! the Lover's baffling Mound. 
Mir. And now had ev'ry one in Turn been round, 
And with the utmoſt Earneſtneſs of Mind 
Was waiting for the Sentence ;——when to me 
The charming Amarillis judg'd the Prize 
Declaring mine the higheſt ſavour'd Kiſs. 
And with her lovely Hand the curious Wreath, 
The Victor's Meed, upon my Brows ſhe binds. 
But Oh the Strand on which Meridian Rays 
Beat ſtrong, when Sirius foams, and barks and bites, 
Ne'er burnt ſo fierce as then my Heart did burn, 
With Sweetneſs all inflam'd, and keen Deſire. 
And by my Victory, now quite ſubdu'd; 
Yet I recover'd ſo, that from my Head 
Taking the Garland, I advanc'd to her, 
And this to thee, I cry'd, to thee belongs, 
Who what of Sweet my Kiſſes had, didſt give! 
She courteouſly accepts it, and as ſoon 
Wears, as a Crown, upon her lovely Hair 
Taking the one ſhe wore from off her Head, 
Which with her graceful Hands ſhe plac'd on mine, 
And ſtill T wear it; and with grateful Heart, 
Ev'n to my mortal Hour, ſhall ever wear. 
Wicher'd as thou behold'ſt, 
| E 2 
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From the ſweet, ſad Remembrance of that Day ; 
But more, alas! more fully to expreſs 
How gone, how loſt, how dead my ev'ry Hope! 

Erg. Sure Pity more than Envy doſt thou claim. 
Thou ſeem'ſt, my Friend, another Tantalus. 
For in Love's Game who means to att in jeſt, 
In earneſt ſuffers: Much, ah much, too dear 
'The Paſtime coſt thee ! and of this thy Theft, 
Thou hadſt the Joy and Puniſhment at once. 
But had ſhe no Suſpicion of the Cheat? 

Mir. Ergaſto, truly this I cannot tell. 
But well I know, that during the few Days 
She thought our Elis worthy of her Stay, 
Still kindly ſhe vouchſaf'd on me to ſmile, 
And with her gracious Looks ſtill fir'd my Soul: 
But my hard Fate fo ſudden ſnatch'd her thence, . 
I ſcarcely was appriz'd—but leaving ſtrait 
All that till then I had efteem'd moſt dear, 
By the ſweet Influence led of her bright Eyes, 
Hither I came; where yet my Father holds, 
As well thou know'ſt, tho' abſent many Years, 
His ancient Reſidence, his humble Cot. 
IT came and ſaw, now ſet in endleſs Night, 
My Day of Love ſo fortunate, ſo fair, 
Which dawn'd upon me with ſuch happy Sigus. 
At the firſt Sight of me, a ſudden Scorn 
Flaſh'd in her lovely Face, and ſtrait ſhe caſts 
Downward her Eyes, and elſewhere takes her Courſe, 
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Now, all diſtreſt, ah wretched me! I cry'd, 

Too ſurely do theſe Signs my Death portend ! 

Mean while my tender Father, full of Griet, 

My unexpected ſudden Going learnt ; 

And on his Mind ſo fore th* Affliction prey d, 

With Illneſs he was ſeiz d, and near to Death; 

Which now oblig'd me to return to him. 

And ſoon did my Return, alas! produce 

Health to the Parent, to the Son Diſeaſe ; 

For with an am'rous Fever ſoon I rag'd, 

Which all my Vitals waſted ;z—-from the Time 

Of Sol's forſaking Taurus, to his Stage 

In dreary Capricorn, I thus remain'd; 

And in this Languor ſtill ſhould have remain'd, 

Had not my tender Father now beſought 

The Oracle's Advice on my Diſeaſe : 

And this the Anſwer which from thence he brought : 

&« Arcadia's Sky alone thy Son can cure,” 

Thus, my Ergaſto, thus did I return, 

Again my beauteous Angel to behold, 

Who to my Body Health did ſoon reſtore, 

(O moſt fallacious Anſwer from the Shrine!) 

Only to load my Mind with deep Deſpair ! 
Erg. Thy Tale, Mirtillo, truly is moſt ſtrange, 

And thou moſt ſurely doſt our Pity claim. 

But to the deſp'rate Man, the only Cure 

Is to deſpair a Cure, But now 'tis Time 


That to Coriſca I ſhould ſtraĩt repair, 
E 3 
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All thou haſt told me fully to impart. 

Thou to the Fountain go, and wait me there, 

Where ſoon thou may*lt expect me to return. 
Mir. Succeſs attend thee, courteous Friend; may Heay'n 

For this thy Goodneſs, ſome diſtinguiſh'd Mark 

Beſtow, excceding much all I can give. 


SCENE II. 


DORINDA, LUPINO, SILVIO. 


Dor. Thou chiefeſt Care, thou faithful, dear Delight 
Of my moſt lovely, but hard- hearted Silvio! 
O were I by thy cruel Lord belov'd, 
As thou Melampo art !—For with that Hand, 
That Lily Hand, which holds ſo faſt my Heart, 
Fondly he ſtrokes and feeds thee, All the Day, 
And all the Night, doth he ſojourn with thee ! 
Whilit I who love him fo, muſt ſigh in vain. 
In vain muſt court him; and what grieves me more, 
Kiſſes ſo hearty and fo ſweet he gives thee, 
Of which had I but one, I ſhould be bleſt ! 
But what I can, I will; I'II kiſs thee roo. 
Happicſt Melampo ! And if ſome kind Star, 
Perchance of Love's ſweet Influence, ſent thee here, 
That thou for mie mayſt track his Steps—Let's go 
Where Love me draws, and only Inſtin& thee, 
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But mong theſe Woods do not I hear a Horn 
Sounding as if 'twas near? 

Sil. Hie, Melampo, hie! 

L Dor. If my Wiſh cheat me not, it is the Voice 
Of my delightful Silvio, through theſe Woods, 
Calling his Dog ! 

Sil. Hie, hie, Melampo, hie! 

Dor. Moſt certainly it is his very Voice, 

Happy Dorinda! juſt the Bliſs thou ſought'ſt, 
Heav'n ſends thee now—but I muſt hide the Dog, 
For by this Means I chance may gain his Heart, 
Lupino ! 

Lup. I'm here. 

Dor. Take, take the Dog away ;— 

And hide thee in yon Buſh thou underſtand ſt me. 

Lup. I take thee well jz— 

Dor. And ſtir not *Ull I call thee, 

Lap. I'll do it 

Dor. But quick — 

Lup. And thou have quickly done; — ! 
Left the poor Dog with Hunger be attackt, ; 
And in one Mouthful he ſhould eat me up ! 

Dor. O poor faint. hearted Wretch, away, away !— 

Sil. Where ſhall I go, ah whither bend my Courſe, Y 
To find thee, O my faithful, dear Melampo ! | 1 
Each Hill and ev'ry Plain I've ſearch'd in vain, 4 
Till Tm bedew'd with Sweat, and weary'd out. 
Perdition ſeize the Beaſt which thou didſt chaſe ! 

E 4 
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But there's a Nymph, who chance hath ſeen my Dog, 
And may inform me: —0 the fad Miſhap ! 
This is the very Maid who plagues me fo ! 
Yet muſt I bear with her——0O lovely Nymph ; 
My faithful Dog Melampo haſt thou ſeen ? 
Whom I let leoſe but now after a Doe? 

Dor. Me lovely, Silvio! lovely call'& thou me? 
But why, thou cruel Boy ! if in thine Eyes 
Lovely I do not ſeem ? 

Sil. Lovely or plain, ſay, haſt thou ſeen my Dog ? 
Either reply to that, or I muſt go. 


Dor. Silvio, to her thou'rt harſh, who doth adore thee, 


| Strange that thy Face ſuch Sweetneſs ſhould expreſs, 
And yet thy Heart ſuch Rigor ſhould poſſeſs. 
Thou thro' the Woods and o'er the ſteepy Hills 
Follow'f a flying Doe ;—with anxious Speed 
Tracking a Hound, doſt thou exhauſt thyſelf, 
And me, who burn for thee, thou fly'ſt and ſcorn'ſt. 
Why wilt thou follow thus a flying Doe, 
Rather than one that's gentle, and can love ? 
One without chaſing caught, and ty'd ſecure ? | 
Sil. Nymph, I came here in queſt of my Melampo 
Not to loſe Time—farewell ! 
Dor. Stay, Silvio! ſtay z—— 
Ah cruel ! do not fly me; prithee ſtay, 
And I will give thee News of thy Melampo. 
Sil. Thou jeer'ſt with me Dorinda? 
Dor, Lovely Youth! 
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Now by that Love that binds me to thy Service, 
I know where is thy Dog. Didſt thou t ſay 
hou leftſt him lately chaſing of a Doe? 
Sil. Tis true, and in an Inſtant loſt his Track. 
Dor. Now both the Deg and Doe are lodg'd with me, 
Sil. Lodg'd with thee ? 
Dor. Lodg'd with me—Doft grieve ingrate, 
'To be beholden to the Nymph that loves thee ? 
Sil. My dear Dorinda ! give them to me quick. 
Dor. Fie, fickle Boy ! to what am I reduc'd, 
That thus a Doe and Dog endear me to thee ! 
But look, my Heart! without ſome ſmall Reward 
'Thou ſhalt not have them. f 
Sil. Tis right—T'll give thee— now I'll laugh at her. 
Dor. What wilt thou give me ? 
Sil. Two beauteous golden Apples, which my Mothers 
More beauteous till, the other Day did give me. 
Dor. I want no Apples. I could give thee ſome 
More beautiful, perhaps, and ſweet, didſt thou 
Not hold my Preſents cheap... 
Sil. What wouldſt thou then? 
A Goat, perhaps, or Lambkin ?—but my Sire 
As yet permits me not to make ſo free. 
Dor. Tis neither Goat or Lambkin I defire z— 
Thee only Silvio! and thy Love I wiſh. 
Sil. Thou wiſheſt nothing more then, than my Love? 
Dor. Nothing more. {Sa 
Sil, Well, well, then take it all--now give to me, 


zs Tus FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Dear Nymph ! my fav'rite Dog, and give the Doe. 
Dor. O didſt thou know the Value of the Gift, 
Of which thou ſeem'ſt ſo bounteous ! didſt thou mean, 
Sincerely mean, what now thy Tongue hath ſaid ! 
Sil. Hear, lovely Nymph ! thou ſtill canſt only dwell © 
On ſomething thou call't Love; of which, in Truth, 
I nothing know j thou wiſheſt me to love, 
And far as I conceive it, ſo I do. 
Thou ſay*ft I'm cruel ; when I do not know 
What 'tis—nor how, indeed, to act with thee ! 
Dor. Wretched Dorinda ! Oh where haſt thou plac'd 
Thy Hopes! and whence canſt thou expect Relief? 
In Beauty that hath yet not felt one Spark 
Of Love's ſtrong Fire, which ev'ry Lover burns. 
Thou lovely Youth !— 
Fire tho' to me thou art, thou doſt not burn! 
And tho” thou breatheſt Love, thou feel'ſt not Love! 
Thee in a beauteous Mother's human Form, 
Surely the Cyprian Queen, bright Goddeſs! bore; 
Thou haft the Darts and Flames, hs 
This well my ftricken, burning Boſom knows ;— 
Let Wings thy Shoulders grace, 
And a new Cupid ftrait ſhalt thou appear ! 
Were not, indeed, thy Heart of Ice; 
Or did thou want of Love, aught elſe but Love! 
Sil. What Thing is this call'd Love? 
Dor. When I behold thy lovely Face, 
Love then ſeems ſome celeſtial Place 
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t when I view my tortur'd Breaſt, 

pre is Hell's torments, then, confeſt ! 

Sil. Nymph, ſay no more, but inſtant give my Dog. 

Dor. Firſt give the Love that thou agreed to give. 

Sil. Have I not giv'n it then? alas! what Plague 

o fatisfy this Woman . Take it, do 

hate er thou pleaſeſt with it : who forbids ? 

hat would'ſt thou more? and wherefore this Delay? 

Dor. Hapleſs Dorinda ! all thy Seed and Toil, 

hou ſcatter'ſt on the Sand !— | 2 

gil. What doſt thou? think'ſt thou? why this ſtrange 
Delay ! 

Dor. Thou treach'rous Boy! no ſooner will thou gain 

hat thou doſt aſk, but thou wilt leave me ſtrait, 

Sil. No ſurely, lovely Nymph ! 

Dor. Give me a Pledge 

Sil. What Pledge doſt aſk ? 

Dor. Alas ! I dare not name it 

Sil, Why? 

Dor. Becauſe I am aſham'd.——— 

Sil. Why then require it? 

Dor. Would that, without my ſpeaking, thou couldſt 
gueſs ! 

Sil. What bluſh to name it, yet without a Bluſh 

eceive it? 

Dor. Say thou wilt grant it, and Ti tell it thee. 

Sil. I promiſe ; but thou firſt muſt tell it me. 

Dor, Ah, my dear Silvio! doſt thou not conceive me : 
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I ſhould conceive thee, if thou ſaidſt as much. 
Sil. Thou art, indeed, much ſhrewder than I am. 
Dor. I am more warm, leſs cruel than thou art. 
Sil. To ſay the Truth, I am no Wizard ;—ſpeak, 
Tf thou wouldſt have me underſtand thy Meaning. | 
Dor. O what Diſtreſs ! one of thoſe Things I mean 
Thy Mother gives thee ;— ' 
Sil. A Box © th' Ear? 
Dor. Fie, Silvio! what to one who loves thee ſo ? * 
Sil. Why oft the doth it as a Mark of Kindaeſs. b 
U 
k 


Dor. Now there I know thou doſt not ſpeak the Trut! 
But don't ſhe ſometimes kiſs ther? 
Sil. She neither kiſſeth me herſelf, nor wills 
That others kiſs me But is't that thou want'ſt? 
Is that the Pledge thou art ſo anxious for ? 
Thou wilt not anſwer me—thy Bluſh betrays the 
Surely I've rightly gueſs'd—and be it ſo 
But with his Prey, firſt give me up my Dog. 
Dor. Then, Silvio, doſt thou promiſe it to me? 
Sil. I promiſe it to thee. 
Dor. And wilt thou keep thy Promiſe ? Bu 
Sil. Ves, yes I tell thee—do not teaſe me more. ] 
Dor. Come forth, Lupino ;—doſt not hear, Lupino? 
Lup. O what a Noiſe | who calls? I come, I come: Na 
It was not I that ſlept, it was the Dog. 1 
Dor. There, Silvio, there's the Dog, who well mi 
ſerve F 


In Acts of Curteſy, a Pattern to thee, 
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Sil. How happy does he make me! 
Dor. Yes, to theſe Arms which thou deſpiſeſt ſo, 
came for Shelter, —— | 
Sil. O my moſt dear, and often tried Melampo ! 
Dor. Delighted with my Kiſſes, and my Sight; 
Fil. A thouſand and a thouſand Times I'll kiſs thee ! 
und haſt in running gotten then no Hurt ?— 
Dor. Fortunate Dog! Why can I not with thee 
xchange my Lot ?—To what am I reduc'd, 
hat ev'n a Dog my Jealouſy can fire? 
th Nut, Lupin, thou go haſte thee tow'rd thee Chaſe, 
und ſoon I will be with thee, ——— 
Lup, Miſtreſs, I go. 


SCENE II. 
SILVIO. DORINDA. 


gil. Thou hatt eſcap'd then any Accident. [To the Dog. ] 
But, Nymph, where is the Doe thou promis'd me? 
Dor. Living or dead wilt have her ? 
Sil. I do not underſtand thee, 
an ſhe be living, if the Dog has kill'd her? 
Dor. But if the Dog has not? 
ni Sil. She's then alive? 
Dor. She lives. 
Sil, So much more dear the Prey, more welcome to mes 


— 


LAS 1 6; T ” 
r 


——— my a wes v2 . 1 — 


- 
— — 3. — 


* 


62 Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


What, my Melampo'! watt thou ſo expert, 
As not to hurt or ſpoil her? ; 


Dor. Poor Thing ! ſhe's only wounded at the Heart, 


Sil. Doſt mean to laugh, Dorinda, or doſt rave? 
Can ſhe be living, if her Heart be wounded ? 

Dor. Moſt cruel Silvio, the poor Doe am I! 
Caught in thy Toils, without a With to fly. 
Alive, if me thou kindly wilt receive 
But worſe than dead, if doom'd thy Scorn to grieve. 

Sil. And this is then the Doe, and this the Prey, 
Thou haſt been ſpeaking of ? | 

Dor. This and no other—why, alas! ſo moved? 
Doſt thou not prize a Nymph beyond a Doe? 


Sil. I neither prize nor love thee—nay I hate thee. 


Thou'rt ugly, vile, importunate, and falſe ! 
Dor. And this is then the Guerdon, cruel Silvio ! 


This the Reward, ungrateful Boy! thou giv't me? 


1 give thee up, Melampo, give myſelf; 

And to ſecure thee, what would I not give ? 

Ves, all, to baſk i'th* Sun-ſhine of thy Eyes ! 
Attendant on thy Steps for e er I'll go, 

More faithful than thy try'd Melampo found. 
When ſpent with Toil, thy Face III fondly wipe, 
And on this Side (by thee of Reſt depriv'd) 
Whenever thou art weary, thou ſhalt reſt ! 

I'll bear thy Weapons, and I'll bear thy Prey: 


And in the Woods, if Game thou ſhouldſt not find, 


Make me thy Mark —for ever, on this Breaſt, 
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or ever, thou thy Bow mayſt exerciſe, 

Me, as thy Page, thou ſhalt employ to bear it ;—- 
Me, as thy Prey, thou ſhalt employ to prove it: 
I'll be thy Arrow's Quiver, and their Mark.,— 
But whom am I addreſſing? Woe is me! 

One who not hears me, and prepares to fly. 

But take thy Flight; Dorinda ſtill purſues thee, 
Aye, ev'n to cruel Hell ;z—if Hell there be 

More cruel than thy Scorn, or than my Grief. 


SCENE IVY, 


CORISCA, Sorta. 


O how does Fortune favour my Deſigns, 
Greatly beyond whate' er my Hope had form'd! | 
And ſure the Goddeſs rightly favours me, 

Whoſe Suit was ne'er preferr'd with flumb'ring Eyes, 
Truly her Pow'r is great; and with juſt Cauſe, 

The World confeſſes her tranſcendent Sway, 

But we muſt meet her, we muſt pay our Court, 

And ſmooth the Path before her=ſluggiſh Souls 
Are ſeldom thoſe who boaſt of Fortune's Smiles, 
Had I not, with great Induſtry and Skill, 

Became this Fair-one's Fay'rite, cculd I now 


With any Proſpect, hope to gain my Point? 


* - — 
DIED. 


Santi ome „ tte 


— — 
= — 


— 


64 Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD, 


Another Fool, her Rival would have ſhunn'd ; 

And bearing in her Face the open Marks 

Of Jealouſy, with evil Eye had watch'd her, 

But this would have been wrong :—for better far 

Againſt an open Foe can we provide, 

Than one that's ſecret—'tis the hidden Rock 

Which to the ableſt Pilot proves fo fatal. 

The worſt of Foes is one who ſeems a Friend. F, 

To- day Coriſca's Talents ſhall be try'd. 7 

But not ſo weak am I as to ſuppoſe js 
1 
B 


x \ . bf 8 — 
2 * YAY * - 8 — 
— A wy 
= _ _ 2 _ 
— —— — —  _ — ͥäUᷣUU“Uͤ GC 
— — 22 — 7 — 
* 


— — - 


She doth not love ;—on others leſs inform'd, 
She may impoſe,. but hardly upon me; 


— 


| Who deem myſelf a Miſtreſs of this Art. \ 
| A tender, artleſs Maid, who from the Bark N 
But juſt begins to ſhoot; en whom hath pour'd N 


Already Love the Firſtlings of his Sweets, 

And by a Lover ſo compleat, ſo long 

Admir'd and follow'd ; and to heighten this, 
Kiſs'd and rekiſs'd !—and ſhe preſerve her eat ? 
Fools may ſuppoſe all this; but I cannot. 
But ſee my Star, how fortunate it proves ! 

For there comes Amarillis !-T will ſeem 

As tho' I ſaw her not, and juſt retire. 
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SCENE V.. 


AMARILLIS, CORISCA. 
WR 


Am. Dear, happy Groves ! 
And thou all ſilent, ſolitary Gloom, 
True Reſidence of Peace and of Repoſe 
How willingly, how willingly my Steps 
To you return; and oh! if but my Stars 
Benignly had decreed | 
My Life for Solitude, and as my Wiſh 
Would naturally prompt to paſs my Days ;— 
No, not th' Elyſian Fields, 
Thoſe happy Gardens of the Demi-Gods, 
Would I exchange for your enchanting Shades ! 
'or when I truly weigh | 
Thoſe Goods which Mortals prize, 
They're Evils in my Eyes ;— 
Who ſhares them moſt has leaſt, ' 
By them poſſeſs d, more than poſſeſſing them; — 
No—Riches they are not, they are but Snares— 
But Snares which captivate our Liberty ! 
For what in all our Bloom of Youth ayails, 


Or Beauty's Fame ; 
Or Virtue's Name ; 
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Or from the Gods that we derive our Birth ;— 
What are the precious Gifts of Heav'n and Earth; 
Here ample laughing Fields, 

There Plains which gladden the Beholder's Eye, 
Fat Paſtures, fatter Flocks thereon that feed ;— — 
If from the Heart with-held Contentment's Mecd ? 
The rural Maid how bleſt, 

Who tho? but ſcantly-dreſt. 

In homely Gown, and plain, 

Unſully'd with a Stain ; 

Rich in herſelf alone, 

All Tricks of Art unknown ; 

Tho? poor her Station, pleas'd ; 

Not feeling Poverty, as not diſeas'd 

With Thoughts ambitious, vain, 

Which haunt the wealthy Brain ; 

Nothing ſhe wants, no Fancies her torment, 

Tho' deſtitute, content 

For with the real Gifis of Nature bleſt, 

From Nature ſhe is fed, from Nature dreſt: 

With Milk, her milky Fairneſs ſhe revives, 

And her own native Sweetneſs, ſeaſons from the Haves ; 
The chryſtal Spring her Beverage ſupplies 

At once her Bath, and Mirror to her Eyes, 

And ſatisfy'd herſelf, the World ſhe fatisfies ! 
To her the low'ring Sky doth threat in vain, 

And pour its Storms of Hail upon the Grain; 
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fer Indigence ſecures her from th Event; 
ho* deſtitute, content | 
ne precious Care, and pure from all Alloy, 
doth her whole Heart, and all her Thoughts employ 
he Flock ſhe tends, feeds peaceful on the Plain, 
Vhilſt with kind Looks, ſhe feeds her darling Swain! 
ne, whom nor caſual Stars, nor Men had nam'd, 
ut whom the God of Love himſelf inflani'd | 
und oft beneath a fav'rite Myrtle's Shade, 1 
* enraptur'd Youth beholds th admiring Maid; 
le to give Proof of Ardour only bent, 
or ſcruples ſhe to give her Paſſion Vent 
ho' deſtitute, content 
rue Life, that ever lives ! nor aught doth know 
f dying, till grim Death hath ſtruck the Blow. 
h that my Lot with thine could be exchang'd! 
ut there behold, Coriſca—dear Coriſca, 
lay Heay'n preſerve thee | 
Cor, Who is it calls me? 
than the Light, O dearer than my Life, 
y Amarilis ! Whither thus, alone, 
hither art going ? 
Amar. To no other Place | * 
han where thou find" me; — nor a better Place 
zuld I have ſought, ſince I have found thee here. 
Cor. Her haſt thou found, who never parts from thee, 
ly deareſt Amarillis ! and ev'n now, 
F 3 
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Muſing on thee, within my Heart I ſaid, 
If ſhe fo love me, how can ſhe ſo long 
Be abſent from me ?—when behold, my Life! 
Juſt at that very Inſtant thou appear'ſt.— 
But thou, I fear, no longer lov'ſt Coriſca ! 
Am. Why ſay'ſt thou fo ? 
Cor. Why? doſt thou aſk me why ? 
Thou wed'ſt to day— — 
Am. I wed? | 
Cor. Yes, thou doſt wed. 
And yet wilt not impart the Matter to me. 
Am. Can I impart a Thing I do not know? 


Cor. Still wilt thou feign and keep me in the Dark 


Am. Still wilt thou ; jeer me? 
Cor. Nay, *tis thou jeer'ſt me. 
Am. But doſt thou really tell it me as true? 


Cor. Ves, I will ſwear it; but doſt thou not know 


Am. I know I am betroth'd ; but do not know 
My Nuptials are ſo near — who told thee? 


Cor. My Brother Ormin, who from many heard it; 


And now it is become the public talk. 
But thou appear'ſt diſtreſt;— is this then News 
Which ſhould diſtreſs a Maiden ?— 

Am. Yes, Coriſca 
Yes, tis a deſp'rate Step. My Mother ſays, 
And, gravely, on that that Day we are new-born. 
Cor. Aye, to a beiter Life we're ſurely born; 
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And that to thee ſhould be a Cauſe of Joy. 
What doſt thou ſigh ?—that Wretch alone ſhould ſigh. 
Am. What Wretch ? 
Cor. Mirtillo, who was fitting by, 
And heard the Tidings which my Brother told, 
It ſhock'd him fo, I thought he would have dy'd. 
And dy'd he ſurely had, but that my Words 
Declaring that the Match ſhould not take Place, 
Reviv'd him Words but dropp'd the Youth to ſoothe ;— 
Yet, were it needful, I'm the Girl to do it. 
Am. Couldſt thou contrive then to prevent the Match? 
Cor. Moſt ſurely. 
I But how ? 
or. Nothing ſo eaſy ;j— 
It — wilt but incline, and give Conſent. 
Am. Could J hope that, and would'ſt thou pledge thy 
baith, 
Not to reveal iny Secret, I'd diſcloſe 
A Thought, which long I've ſmother'd in my Heart, 
Cor. Who, I betray thee? ſooner may the Earth 
Open its Womb, and ſwallow me alive !— 
Am. Know, my Coriſca ! oft as I reflect, 
That I am deſtin'd to a heedleſs Youth 
Who hates and flies me, and whoſe only Joy 
In Woods conſiſts and Hunting :—who delights 
More in one Dog than in a thouſand Nymphs ;— 
Ev'n to Deſpair I own myſelf diſtreſt 
F 3 
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But theſe my Feelings I may not divulge ] 
As well becauſe againſt Decorum's Laws, ] 
As that my Father hath obtain'd my Faith; f 
Nay, worſe, with great Diana's Self tis pledg'd. 
But by thy Aid (my Faith howe'er preſerv'd 


My Life, my Vow to Heav'n, and my good Fame z) 
If this my galling Knot could be unty'd, 
My Saviour I would call thee, and my Life! 
: Cor. If, Amarillis, tis for this thou ſigh'ſt, | 

With Cauſe thou ſigh'ſ ;—how often have I ſaid, | 
What, give ſo fair a Thing to one who ſcorns ? 
So rich a Gem, to one who cannot prize it ? 
But to ſpeak Truth, thou'rt vaſtly too diſcreet, - | 
Too fooliſh rather ;—wherefore doſt not A 
Why not explain thyſelf ? 

Am, Tis Shame forbids me. 

Cor. Why, Siſter, that's a terrible Diſeaſe ! 
Sooner I'd have a Fever or a Plague, 
But truſt me, thou'lt get rid of it in Time. 
Sweet Siſter, conquer this Diſeaſe but once, 
I'll anſwer it will ne'er again return. 

Am. The Shame that Nature gives, we can't ſubdue, 
For drive it from the Heart, twill ſeize the Face, 

Cor. My Amarillis, ſhe, Who over wile, 
Conceals her Smart, at length, like mad will rave! 
If this thy Secret thou hadſt but diſclosꝰd 
To me at fiſt, thou now would'ſ have been free, 
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But ſtill in thy Coriſca place ſome Hope: 
In abler Kands, or juſter than in mine, 
Thou could'ſ not light: But tell me, when my Skill 
From an unworthy Spouſe hath ſet thee free, 
Will not a proper Lover be thy Aim ?— 
Am. Of this we'll think when Leiſure will permit. 
Cor, Sure thy Mirtillo thou wilt not deſert, 
For well thou know'ſt, like him, no other Swain 
In Merit, Faith approv'd, or graceful Form, 
Is to be nam'd ſo worthy of thy Love. 
And cruel ! can't thou ſuffer him to die, 
Nor gnce, at leaſt, permit him ſay, “I die?” 
O hear him once ! 
Am. He had better be reſign'd; 
Better root out a Paſſion that's fo vain, 
Cor. Oh give him but that Comfort e'er he die! 
Am. So far from Comfort, 'twould increaſe his Woe. 
Cor. Of that, leave all the Conſequence to him, 
Am. But were it known, what muſt of me become 
Cor. O what a trifling Thing alarms thy Breaſt ' 
Am. So let it, if my Honour it preſerve, 
Cor. If, Amarillis, in this flight Requeſt 
With Juſtice thou refuſe me ;—ſurely I 
Juſtly ane may leave thee :—ſo, farewell! 
Am. Nay, do not go, Coriſca, hear one Word: 
Cor. Not one I'll hear, unleſs thou promiſe me. 
Am, I promiſe then to hear him, but promis'd 7x 
"'F4 | 


— 2 22 


| 


| 
o 
5 


n 


— - 
— 


2 
+> ** YO IEG on Ahn I oC mn." W 


X * | 


I VV Zn. —ͤ—ñ—ä— — << — 
r 


— — 


1 


n 
6＋—6ͤ7W'Esðĩ a 


- 
— 


- * : 


752 Tuüß FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


That nothing farther of me be requir d. 
Cor. He aſks no more. 

Am. And thou perſuade him, pray, 

That this is done without my previous Knowledge. 
Cor. It ſhall appear as all produc'd by Chance, 
Am. And that I go whenever I'm inclin'd, 

Without thy hind'ring.——_ 

Cor. Yes, provide you hear him. 
Am. And that he ſhan't be long : 
Cor. We'll grant thee that. 


Am. And that he keep the diſtance of my Lance 
Cor. Why, what a Taſk it is to cure thy Coyneſs ! 
Except his Tongue then, to aſſure thy Safety, 
I'll bind him ev'ry Limb—doſt wiſh for more? 
Am. I'm ſatisfy d. 
Cor. But when ſhall this be done? 
Am. Whene er thou wilt—if juſt that little Time 
Thou'lt grant, as will allow my going Home, 
That I may farther learn of theſe my Nuptials, 
Cor. Go then but mind thou do it cautiouſly ;=— 
Hear, for an Inſtant, only of a Scheme 
I've juſt devis'd: That thou to-day, at Noon, 
Alone, ey'n unattended by one Nymph, 
Come hither, midſt theſe Shades, where I will be, 
That ſo my Project better may ſucceed, 
I'll have Nerina with me, and Aglaura; 
Phillis, Elifa and Licoris z—all | 
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No leſs expert, than faithful and diſcreet. 

My ſecret, try'd Companions. Here, thou with them 
Playing, as often as thou art wont to do, 

At band the Eyes, Mirtillo will ſuppoſe 

Moſt readily, thou hadſt no Thought of him, 

But hither for thy Paſtime only come. 

Am. I like this much—but ſure thou doſt not mean 
Theſe Nymphs ſhould hear the Words Mirtillo ſpeaks ;— 
Doſt gueſs ?—— 

Cor. I do; thy Caution is a good one. 

And I'll remove thy Fears reſpecting this 
For, at the proper Time they'll diſappear. 

Go then but bear me always near thy Heart. 
Still dearly love thy faithfulleſt Coriſca ! 

Am. Since I have plac'd my Heart within her Hands, 
She always may command the Love ſhe pleaſes. . 

Cor. Seems ſhe not firm? then greater Force we'll uſe. 
Againſt this Rock—what though ſhe may withſtand 
All the Aſſaults and Cunning of my Words, 

Yet when Mirtillo's ardent Paſſion ſpeaks, 

She can't reſiſt, Well, well, I know the Pow'r 
With which the favour'd Lover prays and ſues ; 
And how the tender Maid with Pity melts. 
Should ſhe but yield, I'll bind her by this Play 
So faſt, ſhe' Il find at length it is no Play. 

And from her Words, whether ſhe will or not, 
Not only ſhall I gueſs, but deeply dive 
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Ev*n to the inmoſt Foldings of her Heart. 

This done, and of her Secret now poſleſt, 

Moſt eaſily I'll turn her as I like; 

And lead her to my Purpoſe fo, that all, 

Herſelf no leſs than others, ſhall ſuppoſe 

Nought but her headſtrong Love had brought her to 't; 
Nor leaſt ſuſpe&t my Artifice the Means. 


SCENE VI. 
CORISCA. SATYR. 


Cor. Good Gods! I'm dead. 
Sat. But I'm alive, Coriſca ; 
Cor. Stop, Amarillis, ſtop ; for I am caught. 
Sat. She doth not hear thee now; for once at leaſt 
Thou *d(t beſt be firm and calm. | 
Cor. O dear, my Hair 
Sat. So long I've waited for thee at the Ford, 
That in my Net thou'rt caught; - and now thou knowꝰſt 
*Tis not thy Cloak, Coriſca, but thy Hair. 
Cor. What, Satyr, treat me tkus 
Sat. Ves, ev'n thee 
Art thou not then that ſame Co iſca, fam'd, 
Notorious for the Texture of thy Lies? 
Who ſell'ſt ſo dear ambiguous Words and Hopes, 
And Looks fallacious ? who, ſo many Ways 


Tut FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Me haſt betray'd, and'turn'd to Ridicnle ? 
That jilttng, that diffembling baſe Coriſca? 

Cor. True, I'm Coriſca; but no more the fame, 
My ſweet, dear Satyr! who awhile ago 
Seem'd to delight thy Heart |!——— 

Sat. Sweet Satyr, now !——— 
Yes, Jade! but then didſt thou eſteem me ſweet, | 
When thou abandon'ſt me for Corydon ? 

Cor. Thee for another 

Sat. Paſſing ſtrange, no doubt ;j—— 
All a new Matter to thy upright Soul ! —— 
And when her Bow from Lilla ;—Cloris's Veil, 
And Daphne's Robe, and Silvia's Buſkins too, 
Prompted by thee I ſtole z—that theſe my Thefts, 
As thou dift promiſe, ſhould that Love obtain, 
Thus due to me, tho" giv'n to another; 


And when that heauteous Wreath of Flow':s by me 


On thee beſtow'd, to Niſus thou didſt give. 
When too, ſo many a chilly Night, for thee 
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Cloſe by the Cave, the Wood, the Spring I've watch'd, 


Baffled and mock'd by thee :=then did I ſeem 


So ſweet, ſo dear ?—ah, Jade ! thou now ſhalt pay, 


Believe me, thou ſhalt pay me now for all! 


Cor. O mel thou dragg'ſt me as thou would'ſt a Heifer, 


Sat. Exactly haſt thou hit it; 
Break looſe then if thou canſt ;] fear not now 
That hence thou may eſcape me: thus ſecur d, 
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Thy Stratagems ſhall fail thee. Once before, 
Thou did get off, thou Baggage !-But unleſs 
Thou leave thy H ead in Pawn, in vain thou try'ſt 
Now to eſcape my Clutches ! 
Cor. Ah indulge, 
Indulge me but with ſo much Time, atleaſt, 
That I may truly lay my Caſe before thee ! 
Sat. Speak; 
Cor. How can 1, when thou holdeſt me ſo faſt ? 
Unlooſe me 
Sat, Unlooſe thee, ha? 
Cor. I ſtake my Faith I will not run away. 
Sat. What Faith? perfidious Woman! dar'ſt thou fill 
To name thy Faith ?—I will conduct thee (trait 
Ev'n to the frightfuP Cavern of this Mountain, 
Where human Step ne'er pierc'd, nor Phœbus' Ray j— 
What more, I will not tell, but thou ſhalt feel.— 
To my great Joy, I'll take, and to thy Shame, 
That Vengeance which thy Crimes ſo well deſerve, 
Cor. Thus, cruel! canſt thou treat then, thus the Hair 
So late which ty'd thy Heart ?—thus the Face 
So lately all thy Joy? thus that Coriſca 
Erewhile, ev'n than thy Life much dearer to thee ? 
For whom thou ſwor'ſ that gladly thou wouldſt die? 
On her theſe Outrages canſt thou commit ? 
O Heav'ns! O Fate! in whom then have I hop'd ? 
Alas | in whom hereafter may I truſt ? 


ll 
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Sat. Ah, Jade ! thou think'ſt again to cheat me? try 
Again thy Wiles, and ſubtle Lore upon me ? 
Cor. Nay, ſweeteſt Satyr! do not thus to her, 
Who doats on thee, be cruel !--Sure thy Breaſt 
Is far from ſavage z ſure thy Heart can feel ! 
Behold me at thy Feet ! with humble Suit, 
Forgiveneſs of my Idol I intreat, 


If ever I offended !-—By theſe Knees, 


So muſcular, ſo paſſing human Strength, 
Which fondly I embrace ;—by thy late Love— 
By all the Sweetneſs which my Eyes infus'd ; 
(Stars once thou call'dſt them Fountains now of Grief ) 
0 50 thy Pity now, and ſet me free 
at. The faithleſs Jade has moy'd me ;—did I truſt 

_ . — only, I ſhould be ſubdu'd. | 
But, in a Word, I don't believe thee—thou'rt 
Too falſe ; deceiving moſt, when truſted moſt. 
Beneath that ſuppliant Shew, beneath thoſe Pray'rs, 
There lurks Coriſca ztis abſurd to think 
That thou can'ſt change: — hat, doſt thou ſtruggle ſtill? 

Cor. O dear, my Head! ah, cruel! ſtop awhile,— 
Grant me, I pray thee, one poor ſmall Requelt | 

Sat, And what Requeſt? 

Cor, Hear me a little more 

Sat. Thou hop'ſt with thy deceitful Tongue, perhaps, 
And lying Tears, to bend me to thy Purpoſe ! 

Cor. Ah, courteous Satyr! wilt thou then on me 
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Take ſuch Revenge? 
| Sat. Do but come on, thou'lt ſee 5—— 

Cor. Not ſhew me any Mercy? 

Sat. Not the leaſtꝛaꝑꝛ :. 

Cor. And art thou quite reſolv d on this? 

Sat. Reſolv'd. 
And haſt thou yet compleated all the Charm ? 

Cor. O thou moſt baſe, thou molt preſumptuous Rogue 
Half Man, half Goat; but perfectly a Beaſt ! g 
Thou rotten Carrion! Nature's guilty Blaſt ! 

If thou believe Coriſca doth not love thee, 

Right thou believ'ſt: hat ſhould ſhe love in thee ? 
That beauteous Snout of thine !—that mopping Beard? 
Thoſe Goat's Ears ? or that putrid, flobb'ring Den, 
Thy toothleſs Mouth? 

Sat. O moſt abandon'd jade 1 
Speak*ſt thou to me? 

Cor. Yes, Monſter ! "tis to thee! ——— 

Sat. To me, vile Woman 

Cor. Yes, to thee, thou Goat. 
Sat. And with theſe Hands that fland'rous, barking 
Tongue, 

Shan't I pluck out? 
Cor. If thou ſhould dare approach 
And make th' Attempt —<_—- 

Sat, This from a Wretch like thee, | 
Whom I've ſecur'd, yet ſeems to ſcoff at Fear? 
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nſults, upbraids me? I will do to thee 
Gor. What wilt thou do, baſe Slave? 
Sat. I'll eat thee up alive? 
Cor. And where wilt thou find Teeth to eat me up ? 
Sat. O Heav'n; how can'ſ thou ſuffer ſuch a jade? 
But if I do not take Revenge; Come on 
Cor. I will not come. 
Sat. Baggage ! thou wilt not come ? 
Cor. No, Spite of thee, I won't. 
Sat. But come thou ſhalt, unleſs thou doſt reſolve 
o loſe thy Arms: 
Cor. I will not, tho” to ſave my Head. 
Sat. Well then, which is the ſtronger ſhall be try'd, 
hy Neck, Ma'am, or my Arms—O, what thy Hands ! 
But not thy Hands, thou ſtubborn Wretch, ſhall ſave thee, 
Cor. Now, we ſhall ſee. 
Sat. Yes, that we ſhall, indeed ? | 
Gor, Pull, Satyr, hard !—farewelland break thy 
Neck. 
Sat, O what a dreadful Fall ! what horrid Pain ! 
How bruis'd my Head, my Side, how ſore my Back ! 
How ſhall I riſe, when ſcarcely I can fiir ! 
But is ſhe flown ? and left her Head behind? 


O wonder now, ye Nymphs ! ye Shepherds haſte, 
And here behold what magic Pow'rs can do ! 


She's flown without her Head ! how light it is! 
How little Brains it bath ! But ſure tis ſtrange 
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No Bload ſpirts out! What's this I ſee ? O Fool! 
O Madman thou! what ſhe without a Head? 
Thyſelf thou want'f a Head! Was ever Man 
Socfvil'd now, ſee if ſhe could not contrive 
Teſcape, when thou thought'ſt her moſt ſecure. 
Deceitful Witch! *twas not enough thy Heart 


Was falſe ;—thy Face, thy Words, thy Smiles, thy Looks, 


Thy Hair too muſt be falſe !—See, Poets, ſee, 
This is the flowing Gold, the Amber pure, 


So madly which ye praiſe :—-Bluſh, henceforth, Dupes ! 


Recant ; and let your Subject be inſtead 

The Arts of an impure, abandon'd Witch ! 

One who robs Sepulchres—who ſteals the Hair 
From putrid Heads; and weaves it to her own, 

do well conceal'd, that ſhe excites your Praiſe 

On what your juſt Abhorrence ſhould be ſhewn 
More odious than Megæra's ſnaky Locks. 
Lovers! and are not theſe your very Chains? 
Wretches, behold them, and beholding, bluſh ! 
And if, as ye declare, ſuch Ringlets tye 

Veur Hearts, now without ſighing or a Tear, 

His own may ev'ry one again reclaim. . 

But why do I delay her Shame t' expoſe ? 

Surely was ne'er ſo fam'd, nor ſo renown'd 

That Hair, which ſet with Stars, now decks the Sky, 
As by my Tongue, theſe Locks ſhall be diſgrac'd, 
And her who wore them, to the lateſt Limes 
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CHOR US. 


\h, what a fatal Error of that Maid, 
dad Cauſd of all our Woe!) 
Vho, faithleſs; broke the holy Laws of Love! 
oks,Wince twas from thence moſt dreadfully aroſe 
The Anger of th' immortal Gods; which yet, 
lor Tears have quench'd, nor Streams of innocent Blood, 
So high is held above, that Faith, the Root 
Df ev'ry Virtue—of each well-born Soul 
Its chiefeſt Ornament, its higheſt Praiſe, 
Thus anxious hath th* eternal Lover been 
Dur human State to bleſs, 
n ev'ry Breaſt to ſow the Seeds of Love! 
deluded Mortals ! ye, whoſe eager Thirſt 
Of ſtill poſſeſſing more, 
On the lov'd Urn, that holds the Carcaſe Gold, 
Gaze, as the Spectre views its corpſed Tomb :— 
What Love, or what Delight | 
Of lifeleſs Beauty thus hath caught your Hearts ? 
Poſſeſſions, Riches, theſe are ſenſeleſs Loves; 
The Soul's true, lively Love, ſprings from the Soul. 
All Objects elſe, not capable of Love, 
Are undeſerving of Love's ſacred Flame. 
The Soul alone, which, lov'd, can love again, 

Claims the true Lover, being worthy Love. 
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'Tis true. the Kiſs which to the Vermeil Cheek 
All delicate, is giv'n, we own is ſweet ; 
But thoſe who rightly judge, as ye can judge 
Bleſt Lovers! who have prov'd it, muſt declare 
That's but a lifeleſs Kiſs, where the dear Maid, 
Doth not herſelf with Guſt return the Kiſs, 
But when tbe Lips of an enamour'd Pair 
Moſt cordially encounter—and the Smack 
(Juſt when with ſweet Revenge the God of Love 
Wounds either Mouth) ſo charmingly reſounds ! 
Theſe are true Kiſſes ; where with honeſt Will, 
As much is render'd back as was receiv'd. 
Let the nice curious Mouth refin'dly kiſs 
The Forehead, Neck, or Hand ;—'twill ever find 
No Part of the ſweet Maid, who taſtes the Kiſs, 
Can like the Mouth its grateful Senſe expreſs. 
For here, doth either Soul, with eager Joy 
Ruſhing, the Kiſs repay—and with new Fire 
Gives to the precious, kiſſing Rubies, Life. 
And animated thus, in ſweet Converſe 
Th' impaſſion'd Kiſſes with melodious Sound 
Great Things, and ſweeteſt Secrets do relate, 
| To others hid, but well conceiv*'d by them. 
Such Joy in loving feel ;—ſuch Life partake 
Two Souls, when with each other firmly join'd! 
Thus meet two Hearts reciprocally fond, 
| Whoſe Kiſſes ſcaſon'd ſeem by Love himſelf ! 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


 MIRTILLO, 


7 SPRING, Youth of the Year! 

Sweet Parent of gay Flow'rs, 

Of ſhooting Herbs, and Love-exciting Hours! 
Return'd thou art indeed; but not with thes 
hoſe Days return'd—my once calm, happy Days! 
Return'd, return'd thou art indeed, but bring'ſt 
Nought elſe, than of my Treaſure, dear and loſt 
he ſad and ſorrowful Remembrance 

he ſame, the ſame thou art, 

Smiling and gay, all charming as before ! 

But I no longer am what once I was, 

$0 favour'd in the Eyes of her I love! 

O bittereſt Sweets of Love 

How harder much to loſe you, than if neter 

Ve had been known, had never been poſſeſt! = 
Happy, thrice happy ſure, the Lover's Lot, 
ould he ſecure from Loſs the Bliſs enjoy'd, 

Or if he loſt it, did he loſe withal, 

The Recollection that he once was bleſ ! 

but if my preſent Views, as they are wont, 

G 2 


ﬆ Tü FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Prove not like brittle Glaſs ;—if ſtrong Deſire 
Lift not my Hope above its proper Pitch, 
Here ſhal! I ſee the Maid, 7 
The illuſtrious Sun and Idol of my Eyes — 
And rightly if I'm told, 
Shall ſee her here, ſtruck with my piteous Sighs, 
Arreſt her flighty Foot, and hear my Suit. 
After ſo long a Faſt, my eager Sight 
Shall on the Sweetneſs of her heav'nly Face 
Here ſumptuoully banquet ! 
Here ſhall I ſee the cruel, ſtately Fair, 
Fix her proud Eyes, perhaps, indignant on me: 
For if they beam not Kindneſs, they'll be ftern, 
For if not full of Love, ſo fierce their Flaſh, 
At once, to all my Woe they'll put an End! 
O happy Hour! fo wiſh'd for long in vain ! 
If after Days ſo; many, and fo black, 
Of bitt'reſt Woe, thou, Love! benignly grant 
That I behold in her all charming Eyes, 
My Eyes bright Sun ſerenely ſhine and mild 
But here Ergaſto ſent me, where he ſaid 
The beauteous Amarillis I ſhould find, 
Together with Coriſca, met to play | 
The Play of band the Eyes ;—but fave my Will, 
Nothing doth here of dark or blind appear. 
My hapleſs Will, which from another's Guidance, 
Seeks to obtain, but vainly ſeeks for Light. 

Or is it that my hard and envious Fate 
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Theſe cruel Remoras delights to place 

Between my Bliſs and me? but much with Fear, 
Doth this Delay, and Sadneſs overwhelm me, 

For promis'd Bliſs—each Hour, each Moment proves, 
That is deferred, an Age to him whe loves 

But who ſhall ſay ?--perhaps I'm come too late: 
Perhaps they waited for me long in vain z— 

And yet I was impatient to ſet out 5— 

O ſhould this prove the Caſe, I am undone ! 


S CW 2B 1. 


AMARILLIS. MIR TILLO. CHORUS os 
NYMPHS. CORISCA, | 


Am. Here's the blind Maid! 
Mir. But fee, ſhe's there 0 Sight !— 
Am, Say, what retards ? 
Mir. O Voice that kills at once, and cures ! 
Am, Where are ye? what about ? Liſetta, thou 
That didſt fo earneſtly this Sport deſire, 
Why doſt thou loĩter? here art thou Coriſca? 
Mir. Tis now we well may ſay that Love is blind, 
And o'er his Eyes a Bandage wears. 
Am. Hear ye, 
Who are to guide my Steps—on either Side 
Who hold my Hand—when our Companions come 
G 3 
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I pray you from theſe Trees conduct me far 
To where's the ampleſt Space—there, by myſelf, 
Ye'll leave me in the Middle of the Throng, 
Which ye ſhall join, making a Circle round me ;— 
And then begins our Sport, 
Mir. But what ſhall I do? 
What Vantage from this Play can I receive, 
That may promote my Wiſhes ? Where's Coriſca, 
My polar Star? Oh may kind Heav'n aſſiſt me 
Am. O are ye come at laſt? and did ye mean 
Only to blind me, Wantons — Now begin. 


CHoRUSs. 


Love, I ſuſpect thou art not blind, 

But well canſt faſcinate the Mind 
Of thoſe, who idly truſt in thee ; 
Thy Faith ſtill leſs than e ex thy Sight can be. 
Blind then or not, pretend not me to bleſs; 
Far, far I fly from thy diſguis'd Carels : 
Blind tho? thou ſeem'ſt, like Argus canſt thou ſee, 
Blind tho' thou ſeem'ſt, thou once didſt fetter me J 
With all thy Blindneſs, I was caught by thee ! 
But now, emancipated from thy Chain, 
I'll be no more thy truſting Dupe again. 
Away—tor never ſhall thy wiley Art, 
Again enſnare my unſuſpecting Heart; | | 
Since all thy Sport ſtill ends in cruel Smart. 

Am, But too aloof ye keep, too cautious play; 
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Firſt ye muſt ſtrike, before ye run away; 


Approach me—touch me—give me but a Chance—— 


Nor let me darkling thus for ever dance. 


$i]. Great Gods! what do I ſee? or where am I ? 
In Heav'n or Earth? O Heav'ns have then your Spheres, 


Your everlaſting Spheres ſuch Melody ? 
Are not your Stars, in Aſpect, here outdone ? 


Cuorwvus. ' 


But ſtill, thou treacherous blind Boy! 
Thou call'ſt me to partake thy Joy. 
Well, I join then in the Play, 
Strike thee briſk, and run away; 
Strike again, with many a Fetch, 
Vainly thou wheel'ſ round to catch! 
Now I touch thee here and there 
All thy ſubtle efforts ſpare ;— 

For I tell it, Love, with Glee, 

*T is becauſe my Heart is free 


Am. Indeed, Licoris, I believ'd thee caught. 


But in thy Stead, I find a Tree I ſeiz'd. 
Yes, I perceive thou laugh'ſt 

Mir. Were I that Tree !—— 
But is notWhat Coriſca whom I {ee 
Lurking behind thoſe Brakes ?— tis ſurely her. 
She ſeems to make me Signs—what can ſhe mean? 
Still ſhe Keeps making Signs. 
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CHORUS. 


Free the Heart, the Foot is light 
Sweet Seducer! is it right, 

Thus to tempt me o'er again, 

With thy gay, fallacious Train 
Well then, ſportive I return, 

Wheel, and fly, and quick diſcern, 
When to ſtrike, and when retire, 

Still eluding thy Dehire ;— 

Vain are thy Deſigns on me, 

Blind Love !—becauſe my Heart is free! 


Am. Would thou wert rooted up, provoking Tree! 

For ſtill as I conceive ſome Fair-one caught, 

Tis nought but thee obtrudeſt on my Graſp. 

Indeed, Eliza, I but now ſuppos'd 

I had thee fait. 
Mir. But ſtill Coriſca nods, 

And ſeems to knit her. Brow as if diſpleas'd; 

She means, perhaps, that I ſhould join the Nymphs? 
Am. Muſt I then ſport all Day with only Trees. 
Cor. I lee, in Spite of me, that I mult ſpeak, 

And quit my Hole thou Oaf !—lſcize on her quick, 

Doſt wait till ſhe ſhall run into thy Aims ?—— 

Or fo contrive, at leaſt, that ſhe ſhall catch thee. 

Come, give thy Lance, thou Simpleton, be caught, 
Mir. How ill my Courage anſwers my Deſire | 

How little dares a Heart that pants fo ſtrong ! 
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Am. Well—but once more the Trial I'll renew, 
For I am weary—in good Faith ye're, wrong, 
To make me friſł about in vain ſo long. 
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Behold the exulting God, 

At whoſe deſpotic Nod, 

The World of Lovers impious Tribute brings; 

Behold him baffled now, and clipp'd his Wings ! 

And as at Phoebus' Rays 

The Bat all frighten'd ſtrays, 

While thouſand teaſing Birds her F light ſurrounds z 
In vain ſhe tries her Beak, 

Bold now appears—now meck j—— 

Thus, Love, on ev'ry Side art thou aſſail'd: 

Some thy Cheek, and ſome thy Back 

Smartly twitch, or briſkly ſmack ; 

Nor have thy Talons, nor thy Wings avail'd— 

Sprightly Play meety bitter Lime, 

As caught Birds do learn in Time. 

Firſt ſport with Love, at length hath he prevail'd, 
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SCENE III. 
AMARILLIS. CORISCA, MIRTILL0. 


Am. What then, Aglaura! art thou really caught? 
Doſt ſtrive to fly ?—in Truth I'll hold thee faſt. 

Cor. *Tis plain, that had I not with ſudden Force 
Impell'd him on, all my Attempts were vain, 
To make him cloſe with her ;— 

Am. Thou doſt not ſpeak ? 
Art thou Aglaura? tell me yes, or no ? 
© Cor. Here will I reſt his Lance, and ftrait return 
Behind the Brake, to mark what may enſue. 

Am. Yes, now I know thee—know thee for Coriſca— 
So tall art thou—ſo ſhort thy Hair—indeed, 
None to endure my weighty Hand fo well 
Could I have ſeiz d - take this—and this—and that 
And that again—and ftill wilt thou be mute? 
But as thou didſt me bind, thou ſhould'ſt me looſe 3 
And do it quick, my dear | and in Return, 
The ſweeteſt Kiſs I'll give thee thou e er hadſt. 
Why this Delay ? thy Hand is all in Tremor ! 
Art thou ſo weary ? if thy Fingers fail, 
Try with thy Teeth to looſe it—Oh, how aukward! 
Leave it to me—T'll looſe it of myſelf — 
Dear, thou haſt ty'd it in a thouſand Knots ! 
Well, I'Il contrive thou ſhalt be blinded next, 
At laſt I ſee———but Heav'ns, what do I ſee ? 
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Traitor, depart z——=good Gods! I ſhall expire. 
Mir. My deareſt Soul, be calm, 
Am. Be gone, I ſay, 

0. Be gone—What, uſe ſuch Violence with Nymphs ! 
Aglaura and Eliza, treach'rous Maids ! 
Where are ye ?—hence, this Inſtant, Traitor! hence 

Mir. I'm gone 

Am. This ſurely is Coriſca's Plot 
Depart with what thou haſt fo baſely gain'd !— 

Mir. O whither fly* thou, cruel !—ftay at leaft 
To ſee me die—See, in my Breaſt I og 
My Dart.— 

Am. Alas l what meaneſt thou to do? 

Mir. What thou, perhaps, O cruel Nymph ! may grieve 
Another ſhould do for thee jz— | 

Am. O, I die! 

Mir. And if this Buſineſs ſuit thy only Hand, 
Behold my Dart - my Breaſt— 

Am. Tis much thy Due 
What ſo embolden'd thee, preſumptuous Man ! 

Mir. Twas Love: 


Am. Love never prompts diſcourteous Acts. 

Mir. Think then 'twas Love, as I was not diſcourteous. 
For if thou caught'ſt me firſt, ſo much the more 
I claim thy Pardon from Diſcourteſy; 
As with ſo fair Occaſion to be bold, 
When Love's ſweet Laws I might have praftis'd with thees 
Yet ſo diſcreet was I as to forget 
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Almoſt I was thy Lover. 
Am. Reproach me not with what I Aid when blind, 
Mir, How much more blind am I, as more in Love 
Am. Careſſes, Pray'rs—not Theft and Wiles, are us'd 

By prudent Lovers, 

» Mir. As from the Wood, by 8 Hunger driv'n, 

Springs on th' unguarded Trav'ller ſome wild Beaſt, 

So I—who live but on thy beauteous Eyes 

Whether thy Cruelty or my Fate withholds 

The precious Food - thus ruſhing from the Woods, 

(A hungry Lover, long with Faſt o ercame) 

If what ſevere Neceſlity of Love, 

Hath prompted for my Safety, I have try'd, 

Ah blame not me, ſweet Nymph, but blame thyſelf! ! 

And if that Pray'rs alone, as thou haſt faid, 

And ſoft Careſſes, prudent Lovers mark; 

Never canſt thou expect them well from me. 

Thou only, by thy Cruelty and thy Flight, 

Halt robb'd me of the Means of being prudent. 

Am. Yes, thy Diſcretion had been mark'd enough, 

Hadſt thou forborne purſuing her who fled thee, - 

And know that thy Purſuit is all in vain, | 

What wouldſt thou with me! 

Mir. That thou would'ſt condeſcend but once at leaſt, 
But once to hear my Story ere I die. 
Am. "Tis well for thee to have obtain'd thy Boon 
Ere thou hadſt afk'd it then, be gone, I ſay !—— 
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Mir. Sweet Nymph! what hitherto from me hath 
' faln, | 

Is ſcarce the ſmalleſt Drop of that vaſt Sea 
Of my fad Tears, an Atom of my Woe! ' 
Ah cruel !' if Compaſſion move thee not, 
Hear for your Pleaſure Sake, at leaſt, the Tale, 
The laſt ſad Accents of a Wretch that dies 

Am. Well, to remove thy Error, and my Trouble, 
I'm ſatisfy'd to hear thee—on this Law 
Say little; ſoon depart 3 and come no more. 

Mir. In Volume much too ſmall, moſt cruel Nymph ! 
Thou bidſt me that immenſe Defire comprize, 
Which, if aught elſe than human Thought can ſcan, 
Seems ſcarcely to be fcann'd by human Thought. 
For that I love thee—and do love thee more 
Than Life—if, cruel Maid ! thou yet muſt learn 
Oh, aſk it of theſe Woods—for they can tell thee j— 
Yes, and their wild Inhabitants can tell thee jz— 
The Stocks and Stones of theſe high Mountains tell thee; 
Which I, ſo many a Time, have Witneſs made, 
And ſoften'd with the Wailings of my Woe l 
But why ſuch pow'cful Proof muſt I adduce 
How much I burn, where fo much Beauty dwells ? 
Behold th' enchanting Wonders of fair Heay'n 
With thoſe of Earth—aad theſe in little Space 
Collect - and thence may'ſt thou conclude, what Force, 
What ſtubborn Law, compels my Soul to love, 
And by its Nature, juſt as Water falls, 
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And Flame aſcends; Air moves and Earth doth reſt ; 
And round them all the ſpacious Heav'ns do roll ;— 
Ev'n ſo, as to its proper Good, my Thought 

By Nature led—Ey'n fo, with ey'ry Fire 

My Soul inflam'd, doth to thy Charms incline ;. 

And from its darling Object, whoſoe'er 

Should think to change its Courſe z as well might hope 
From their fixt Courſe, the Heav'ns and Earth to turn, 
The Water, Air, and Fire; —and from its Seat, 

So deeply rooted, to o erturn the World! 

But ſince, ah cruel Nymph 1 thou doſt command 

My Speech be brief—ſure, little ſhall I ſay, 

If this alone I tell thee, that I die 

And leſs ſhall do by dying, if thy View 

Thy Aim in all my Torment I regard : 

But then, alas ! I ſhall do that, the whole 

That in my wretched State of Love is left! 

But, cruel Maid ! when I ſhall be no more, 
Say, wilt thou then my bitter Fate deplore ? 

Ah deareſt, faireſt, and whilſt Heay'n did grant, 
(Short Space!) the ſweeteſt Cauſe of my Exiſtence! 
Turn once Oh turn thoſe lovely Stars upon me, 
Placid, benign, as heretofore I ſaw them, 

Once ere I die; — that I may die in Peace 

And *tis but juſt, that as the ſweeteſt Signs 

One Time of Life, thoſe lovely Eyes were to me, 
They now ſhould mildly light me to my End. 
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And that bewitching Look which taught me Love, 
Oh, let it teach me now for Love to die ! | 
And as it brightly ſhone to light my Dawn, 
Now let it decorate my declining Day! 

But thou, more ſtubborn and relentleſs ſtill, 
Feel'ſt not one Spark of Pity, nay the more 

I urge my Suit, harden'ſ thyſelf the more. 

Rut canſt thou hear me thus, without Reply ? 

To the dumb Marble is it then I ſpeak ? 

Wretch that I am, if nothing elſe, at leaſt, 
Thou wilt pronounce, bid me at once to die; 
And, inſtantly, ſhalt thou behold me die. 

Oh impious Love ! ſure tis th Extreme of Woe, 
That ſo ſevere a Nymph, and of my End 

So covetous—this very End denies, 


Leſt it appear a Favor ſhe hath done me, and doth diſdain 


To uſe, for the Extinction of my Grief, 

The pow'rful Weapon of a ſcornful Word. 
Am. Had I before engag'd to anſwer thee, 

As I did promiſe I would hear thy Tale; 

My Silence juſtly then might'ſt thou arraign. 

Thou call'ſt me cruel z—in the Hope, perhaps, 

That from a Savageneſs, I ne'er had ſhewn, 

It might be eafy for thee to ſeduce, 

And bring me to the Paſhon oppoſite. 

Nor doſt thou know that leſs mine Ears delight 

In flatt'ring Strains (ſo little merited 

By me, and leſs approv'd} which thou beſtow'ft 
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Upon my Charms, than they that Charge enjoy 
Of Cruelty, which thou would'ſt fix _— | 
To an indifferent Perſon'to be cruel, 1 
I grant, would be a heinous Crime indeed; 
But tis a Proof of Virtue to a Lover. | 
And that is ſweet Detorum in a' Fair-one, 
Which thou doſt ſtiginatize with Savageneſs, 

But call it as thou wilt, A Ren, a Critne, | 
To treat a Lover cruelly ;—point out 
When Amarillis eber Was cruel to thee ? | 
Twas then, perhaps, when Juſtice did require 
That nothing of Compaſſion ſhould be ſhewn ? 
And yet by me ſo ſhewn,, that thou eſcap'd'(t, 
Through me, a bitter Death didſt thou eſcape ! | 
* es, then, when a libidinous Lover, thou 

In the fiftitious Habit of a Nymph, 

Amid a noble Choir of Virgins chaſte 

Didſt mix thyſelf—and Sports ſo 1 innocent, 
Polluting, Kiſſes moſt i impure and groſs 

Didſt dare to mix with Kiſſes feign'd and pure. 
The Recollettion covers me with Shame ! 

But Heav'n | bear Witneſs, I then knew thee not jm 
And, when detected, high Diſdain I felt, 
And kept my Mind unſully'd with thy Guilt. 
Nor did I ſuffer of the am'rous Poiſon 

The ſmalleſt Drop to trickle to my Heart. 

But at the worſt, the Summit of my Lips 
The Summit only didſt thou violate, 
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And where a Mouth the Kiſs doth not approve, 
It cancels Shame, and is abſolv'd by Love. 

But ſay, what Fruit of thy preſumptuous Theft 
Hadſt thou obtain'd, if to the Choir of Nymphs 
I had betray'd thee ?—Not the Thracian Dames, 
Near the ſwift Hebrus, e'er ſo fiercely tore 

The wretched Orpheus, as hadf thou by them 
Been torn ;—but that her Pity brought thee Aid, 
Whom cruel thou doſt call; — too mild in Fact. 
But if altho' I'm cruel, ſtill fo much 


he warrantable Pity I could give, 

hat have I giv'n thee z—in no other Shape 
Dughr'ſt thou to aſk, or even hope it from me. 

For am*rous Pity ill by her is giv'n, 

ho finds it is refuſed to herſelf, 

Vn after ſhe hath giv'n it to another. 

If thou doſt truly love me, love my Virtue ; 

My Safety thou ſhould'ſt love - ſhould'ſt love my Life, 
oo far from what thou ſeekꝰſt, art thou remov'd, 
eav'n interdicts it. Earth doth ft:iftly guard it— 
\nd Death would ſorely puniſh the Tranſgreſſion. 
ut above alla moſt reſiſtleſs Shield, 

ly Honour—hath pronounc'd it cannot be. 


ind &v'ry well-born Nymph, diſdains to ſeek 
Champion more ſincere than her own Honour, 
lirtillo then be calm, and let me reſt, 
= 


hou dar*ſt ;—-what would'ſ thou do if I were kind? 


- IF 
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Fly far from hence, and wiſely bear to live: 

For courting Death, to ſhun a Load of Woe, 

Surely a baſe and groveling Soul betrays, 

And 'tis true Virtue, greatly to abſtain 

From Pleaſures, which do threaten ſo much Pain! 
Mir. He who hath loſt his Life, can't fail to die. 
Am. By Virtue's Pow'r each Paſſion is ſubdued. 
Mir. Virtue muſt yield where Love deſpotic reigns. 
Am. Wiſh what may be, if what may not's thy Wich. 
Mir. Neceſſity of loving hath no Law. 
Am. Abſence the greateſt Wounds is apt to heal, 
Mir. In vain, what to the Heart adheres, we fly. 
Am. A Flame that's new, doth often chace the old, 
Mir. True, give me but another Soul and Heart. 
Am. In fine, the ſtrongeſt Love Time will efface. 
Mir. But firſt, ill fated Love the Heart conſumes. 
Am. What then, hath thy Complaint no Remedy ? 
Mir. No Hope of Remedy, except in Death. 
Am. In Death? Now liſten to me, and my Words 

As Laws obſerve :—altho' right well I know, 

When Lovers talk of dying, tis the Strain 

The am'rous Tongue adopts; nor ever meant 

As the firm Purpoſe of a Mind reſolv'd ;— 

Yet, if a Thought fo wild, ſo fell, ſhould c'er 

Find Harbour in thy Breaſt ;--know that thy Death, 

Death of my Fame, as of thy Life would prove, 

If then thou loveſt me—I charge thee, live. 
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Be gone and henceforth, this the trueſt Sign 
Of thy Diſcretion will by me be thought 3— 
If, with all Care, thou keep thee from my Sight! 

Mir. Moſt cruel Sentence ! tis to bid me live, 
Of Life depriv'd! to ſay, without my End, 

My Love diſtracting Torment ſhall have End! 

Am. But 'tis high Time, Mirtillo! thou ſhould'ſt go. 
For much too long hath been thy Tarry here. 
Go—and in Solace of thy Woe, reflect, 

How infinite the Band of hopeleſs Lovers! 

Ah, many a one, Mirtillo! lives like thee, 

In conſtant, fruitleſs Plaint ; for ev'ry Wound, 
Beſure, brings with it, its Degree of Pain. 

In thy Complaint of Love, thou'rt rot alone! 

Mir. Perhaps I'm not the only Wretch of thoſe 
Who love z but where's another Caſe ſo ſad, 
Living, at once, and dead | unable yet 
To live or die! 

Am. But go, I lay, —be gone 

Mir. Ah grievous Parting! Parting of my Life! 
For can I part with thee, and yet ſurvive ? 

Yes, the ſtrong Pang of Death I forely feel, 
As thus we pait—a living Death—that gives 
Life to my Grief, and threatens me, alas! 
A Death immortal to my dying Heart 

Wo H z 
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SCENE IV. 


AMARILLIS. 


Mirtillo! O Mirtillo! O my Life! 
Could'ſt thou behoid within, how beats the Heart 
Of her thou call'{ moſt cruel Amarillis ;—— 
Full well, I know, that Pity thou implor'ſt 
Of her—to her thou readily would'ſt give 
Oh Breaſts, too, too unhappy in your Loves! 
For what, dear Swain ; avails it thou art loy'd ? 
Or what to me avails ſo dear a Lover ? 
Why, cruel Fate! if Love doth bind us both, 
Doſt thou divide? And thou, O treacherous God! 
If Fate divide us, wherefore doſt thou bind ? 
O much, much happier Tenants of the Woods ! 
For bounteous Nature to your Loves hath giv'n 
No Laws but thoſe of Love ;—whilft human Law, 
Inhuman ! thou doſt puniſh Love with Death. 
If *tis fo ſweet to gratify one's Flame, 
Wet ſo enjoin'd us not to gratify z—it ſeems 
As Nature were too frail, t obſerve the Law; 
Or ſo ſevere the Law, that Nature ſpurns it. 
But what ! 'tis a poor Love that ſtarts at Death, 
Ah my Mirtillo ! would to Heav'n that all 
My Puniſhment in loving thee were Death ! 
Moſt ſacred Chaſtity ! thou only Goddeſs, 
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The well-born Maiden never can offend, 

This deeply rooted Paſſion, with the Sword 

Of thy moſt holy Rigor, I deſtroy, 

And, reverent, on thy ſpotleſs Shrine I lay ! 

And thou, my Life, Mirtillo ! O forgive 

Her, who is cruel, where ſhe can't be kind ! 

Forgive the Nymph, whoſe Words, whoſe Looks alone 
To thee are ſtern ; but in whoſe tender Heart 

Each ſoſt Attachment doth for thee prevail. 

And if, moreover, tis Revenge thou ſeek'ſt, 

What of Revenge can be more grateful to thee, 

Than that thy very Suff ' rings ſhould be mine? 

For, iſ thou art my Love, as ev'n in Spite 

Of Earth and Heav'n thou art ;—whene'er thou fight, 
Whene'er thou weep'ſt, thy Tears are as my Blood ;— 
Thy Sighs are as my Breath ; and all thy Pains, 

And all thy Torments mine, ſtill more than thine ! 


SCENE V. 


CORISCA, AMARILLIS. 


Cor, Siſter, no longer keep thy Mind conceal'd, 
Am. Alas! Iam diſcoyer'd,— 
Cor, Yes, the whole 

DiſtiaRly haye I heard, Was I not right 
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Did not I ſay thou lov'd'ſt? and now I know it, 
Thou ſhut thyſelf from me? Conceal the Fact 
From me who love thee fo? Ah, do not biuſh l-—— 
Bluſh not, for truſt me, *tis a common Caſe. 
Am. Coriſca, I am vanquiſh'd, I confeſs 1. 
Cor. Now thou can'ſt not deny—thou wilt confeſs, 
Am. And well, alas! I ſee, a tender Heart 
Is much too ſmall a Veſſel to contain 
The ſlrong Effuſions of redundant Love! 
Cor. To thy Mirtillo, O too cruel Maid! 
And ſtill more cruel much unto thyſelf. 
Am. That is not Cruelty which grows from Pity. 
Cor. Doth Wolves-bane grow, or Hemlock, from 
Root 
That's wholeſome deem'd ? and where's the Difference 
Twixt Scorn that wounds, or Pity that's not kind ? 
Am. Ah me, Coriſtra — 
Cor. Tis but Weakneſs, Siſter, 
But Vanity of Heart, like wifling Women, 
To hgh inceſſantly. 
Am. Would it te kind 
To feel a Paſſion which can neer ſucceed non 
But when I ſhun him, tis a certain Sign 
I pity his Misfortune, and my own. : 
Cor. Why can it not ſucceedꝰ. 
Am. Doſt thou not know 
To Silyto that I long have been betroth'd ? 
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Not know that ev*'ry Maiden is condemn'd 
To Death, who violates her plighted Faith ? 

Cor. Thou Simpleton—does nothing elſe prevent thee ? 
Say, is Diana's Law, or that of Love, 
Meſt ancient with us ?—ſurely, with our Birth 
Doth Love take Root, and ſtrengthens with our Strength, 
Not learnt—not taught by Leſſons—by the Hand 
Of Nature's Self indelibly engray'd 


On human Hearts z—and what ſhe doth command, 


Not Earth alone, but Heav'n itſelf obeys. 


Am. Vet if Diana's Law would take my Life, 
What Succour could afford me that of Love? 
Cor. Thou art too ſcrupulous z—if all the Sex 
Were ſuch, ſo very ſtrict in all they did, 
Good Times farewel ! *tis but the caw alone, 


The unpratis'd, whom this Puniſhment alarms. 


| Th experienc'd deem this Law not made for them, 


} 


If ev'ry guilty Nymph were put to Death, 

Of Women ſoon the Country would be thin ! 

If Simpletons do ſuffer, tis but right, 

That thoſe who don't poſſeſs the Art of Theft, 

Should for Attempts of ſtealing be chaſtiz'd, 

For, truſt me, Virtue is but little more, 

Than the mere Skill of ſeeming virtuous, 

Each one will have his Faith—that is my Creed. 
Am. My dear Coriſca, theſe are idle Dreams: 

What we can't hold, tis Wiſdom foon to quit. 

H 4 
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Cor. And who forbids thee, Simpleton ? our Life 
Is much too ſhort, that to one Love alone 
It ſhould be limited: - Rapacious Men, 
(Whether Defect it be, or whether Pride, ) 
Are much too ſcanty in their Favours to us. 
And canſt thou think it? —only are we priz'd, 
Only by them belov'd, as we are new. 
Once gone our Youth and Beauty, we remain 
Like the Bees Manſions, of their Honeycombs 
And Honey ſpoil'd ;—negleRted, arid Trunks 
The Men will chatter Amarillig—why ?—— 
Becauſe they know not, and can never feel 
Half the Diſtreſſes that poor Women feel. 
Obſerve th' amazing Difference is between us. 
Man, as he grows in Years, becomes more perfect; 
And if he loſes Beauty, Wiſdom gains 
But when we loſe our Beauty and our Youth, 
By which the Wiſdem and the Strength of Man 
So oft is foil'l—with them we loſe our all! 
Nor can we ſay, nor can we think a Thing 
So vile, ſo odious, as the being call'd 
Old Woman No before it is thy Lot 
To ſhudder under this our gen'ral Shame, 
Know thy own Worth—if Nature hath careſs'd thee, 


Why ſhould'ſt thou act as tho ſhe frown'd upon thee ? 


What is the Lion's Spirit, if not us'd ? 
Or what Man's Genius, if it's never try'd ? 
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Juſt ſo 'tis with our Beauty—a Reſource 
As much our own as is the Lion's Strength, 
As is the boaſted Genius of proud Man. 
Let's uſe it while we have it z—let's enjoy it 
Yes, deareſt Girl, enjoy it, while the Time, 
That's now on Wing, permits us to enjoy. 
The Years, we ſee, can well their chilly Age 
And all its Waſte repair—but Youth, with us, 
Once loſt, will never, never flouriſh more! 
And to grey Hairs, and to the livid Cheek 
Love may return—but never more the Lover ! 
Am. Thou doſt indulge, I think, this wanton Strain, 
Rather to ſound, Coriſca, my Intent, 
Than to ſpeak truly what thyſelf doſt mean. 
Of this, howe'er, be ſure, that if the Means 
To ſhun theſe Nuptials, which thou pointeſt out, 
Be not at leaſt as hon'rable, as eaſy 
My Reſolution is irrevocable, 
Rather to die, than ſuffer that my Fame, 
My Virgin Fame, be ſully'd with Diſhonour ! 
Cor. This is of all the Sex, I ever ſaw, 
The moſt perverſe z—thou'rt fix'd with all my Heart, 
But, Amarillis, juſt indulge me this ;— 
Thou think 'ſt, perhaps, thy Silvio is as true, 
As ſteady to his Faith—as to thy Fame 
Thou wilt be foun 
Am, Why, now thou mak'ſk me (mile, 
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Silvio for Faith renown'd ? how can it be, 
If he's a Foe to Love? 
Cor. He, Foe to Love? 
Poor Thing, thou know'ſt him not enjoy but ſnug— 
There lies his Fort. Theſe Beings ſo demure ! 
Not one of them, I vow, whom I would truſt ! 
No Theft of Love is carried on ſo ſafe, 
Nor with ſuch ſubtlety, as where the Maſk 
Is worn, of being callous quite to Love. 
Believe me, Siſter! yes, thy Silvio loves, 
But loves not thee z— 
Am. And who is then the Goddeſs, 
(For ſurely nothing mortal can ſhe be) 
That has inflam'd him? 
Cor. Tis no Goddeſs, no, 
Nor ev'n a Nymph.— 
Am. What Wonders doſt thou tell me! 
Cor. Pray, haſt thou ever ſeen my Girl Liſetia ? 
Am. Liſetta ! what the Girl that tends thy Flocks ? 
Cor. The ſame 
Am. But doſt thou tell me true, Coriſca ? 
Cor. Yes, ſhe's his Flame, no ether, I aſſure thee ! 
Am. For ſuch a ſcornful Youth, a precious Flame! 
Cor. Wilt thou believe how doatingly he's fond ?— 
Why truly, he pretends at ev'ry Dawn, 
He's for the Chace. 


Am. Each Morn, at Peep of Day, 
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He's ſure to ſtun me with his frightful Horn. 
Cor. And at high Noon, whilſt fervid in the Sport 

The reſt engage, lily he ſeeks his Time, 

Flies from his Comrades, and by private Ways, 

Comes ſnugly to my Garden, all alone; 

Where thro' ſome Gaps, made in a ſhady Hedge, 

Which bounds the Garden, ſhe receives his Suit, 

His ardent Sighs, his Love impaſſion d Pray'rs. 

Then, laughing, comes to me, and tells me all. 

Now but attend to what I wiſh to do: 

Nay, what I've done already for thy Service, 

Thou know'ſt, I think, that by the very Law 

Which doth injoin the Woman to preſerve 

Her plighted Faith z—it likewiſe is declar'd, 

That if, in any AQ, ſhe find her Swain 

Perfidious to her;—Spite of all her Friends, 

She may refuſe to be his Bride ; and fairly, 

May then provide herſelf another Lover. 
Am. This well I know ;--nay, Inſtances have ſeen ;=y 

Leucippe with Ligurin; Egle too, 

With falſe Licotas z and Armilla's Caſe 

Pledg'd to Turingowall detected falſe, 

The Nymphs their plighted Faith recover'd ſtrait, 
Cor. Now hear my Plan -l. iſetta tutor'd thus 

By me, hath with this raw, unguarded Boy, 

Made an Appointment in a neigb'ring Grot, 

That he ſhall meet her=this delights his Soul l— | 
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And now he only waits the ſtated Hour. 

I mean that thou ſhalt catch him there; and I 

With thee will go, as Witneſs of the whole. 

For without that, our Stratagem were vain. 

And thus without all Riſk, with Honour too, 

As well your Father's, as your own, at once 

From this unhappy Bond wilt thou be freed. 
Am. How well contriv'd ! but then, what then, Coriſca 
Cor. What thou ſhalt hear—only mark well my Word, 

T'th* Middle of the Grotto, which in Shape 

Is rather long, but narrow ; on the Right, 

There is a ſmaller Cave, ſcoop'd in the Rock, 

Whether by Nature made, or human Art, 

I know not; but around, on ev'ry Side, 

The clinging Ivy's mantling Foliage winds, 

A little Hole at Top, admits the Day. 

Receſs voluptuous, and for Thefts of Love 

Moſt ſuited, —Now before the Lovers come, 

There thou ſhalt hide, and wait till they arrive, 

Mean Time, my Girl, Liſetta, will I ſend j— 

Silvio comes next; whom, following at ſome Diſtance, 

Soon as I ſee deſcending in the Grotto, 

I too will enter by Surprize, and ſeize, 

That ſo he ſcape not—then we raiſe a Cry, 

Liſetta and myſelf (for fo I've taught her) 

A. horrid Cry !—on which thou muſt come up. 


And as our Cuſtom is, *gainſt Silvio then 


ds, 
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The Law thou wilt enforce ; and ſtrait we go, 
Liſetta, thou, and I before the Prieſt, 
Thus of the nuptial Knot wilt thou be loos'd. 
Am. Betore his Father go 
Cor. Well, and why not? 
Doſt think Montano can his private Good 
In Competition with the public ſet ? 
That ſacred Laws to thoſe profane ſhould yield? 
Am. Well then, moſt faithful Guide ! ſhutting my Eyes, 
Blindly by thee I'm led, 
Cor. But no Delay ;— 
Haſte there, my Love ? 
Am. But to the Temple firſt 
I muſt repair, the Gods to venerate. 
For much unproſp'rous ſure muſt be th' Event, 
If Heav'n will not vouchſafe to bleſs th* Intent. 
Cor. To the pure Heart, what Place, my Amarillis l 
A holy Fane preſents not - thou' lt loſe Time; 
Am. Time never can be loſt, in making Vows 
To thoſe who Time command. 
Cor. Well then, be quicx: 
Now, or I'm much deceiv'd, the Thing looks well 
I'm only vex'd at this Delay but hold 
May it not be of Uſe ?—I muſt deviſe 
Some other Stratagem.— With Corydon, 
My Lover, I muſt make Pretence to meet 
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Then, by a private Way, Diana's Prieſts, 
Hither I'll bring, and there the muſt be caught. 
And, doubtleſs, as her Guilt will plain appear, 
She'll be condemn'd to die; —and when remov'd 
My Rival, ev'ry Obſtacle's remov'd. 

Mirtillo, who on her Account alone, 

Is cruel to me, then will ſeek my Arms. . 

But here he comes! how opportune he comes | 
And naw, while Amarillis gives the Leiſure, 
Now will I try to win him. —Mighty Love, 

_ Aſliſt my ev'ry Accent, and each Look 


SCENE VI. 


MIRTILLO. coRIS CA. 


Mir. Hear, baleful Spirits of Avernus | hear 
Of Puniſhment, of Torment a new Kind. 
See, with the meekeſt Look, a Heart of Flint! 
Than Hell my Nymph mare cruel | fer on: Death 
Alone, her ſavage Will cannot content ! 
Thus is my Life, almoſt a conſtant Death. 
She bids me live, that ev'ry Day to me 
A thouſand Deaths may bring. 
Cor. Now muſt I feign, 


Not to have ſeen him What's this plaintive Sound, 


This Voice of Woe, that grates upon my Ear? — 
My dear Mirtillo ! what, can it be thee? 
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Mir. Would 'twere ſome naked Ghoſt, or fleeting Duſt! 
Cor. Well, but how feel'ſt thou ſince the am'rous Parle 
Thou didſt ſo long, with thy dear Nymph, indulge ? 
Mir. As the parch'd Patient, who at length obtains 
The Draught forbidden, which he rav'd to gain 
ager his Mouth the Wretch applies, and finds 
is Life and Thirſt extinguiſhing at once 
o I, long languid, and by am'rous Thirſt 
arch'd and conſum'd ;—from two delicious Springs, 
hich trickle Ice from out the rocky Veins 
df an obdurate Heart, have Poiſon drank, 


ind rather quench'd my Life, than my Deſire, 

Cor. Juſt ſo much Force hath Love, as from our Heart, 
y dear Mirtillo ! we will give him Force. 

nd as the Bear doth, with her Tongue, give Form 
nto her formleſs Cubs, elſe born in vain 3 

he Lover thus doth to the Gmple Wiſh, 

Weak and unfaſhion'd in its Birth, give Form, 

ive Vigor, and doth lick it into Love. 

hich, at its Birth, is a ſweet tender Babe, 

nd ſo continuing, fills us with Delight; 

But if it grow too ſtrong, tis fierce, tis cruel, 

So that a Flame, Mirtillo, long indulg'd, 

Becomes our Puniſhment, and our Defect. 

For when one Thought alone the Mind abſorbs 

nd ſolely ſways it ;z—Love, that ſhould be Joy 

id Gentleneſs, and ey'ry pure Delight, 
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To Melancholy turns, and what is worſe, 

Either our Death brings on, or ends in Madneſs. 
Truſt me, thoſe Hearts alone are truly wiſe, 
Which ſuch abſurd Attachments can deſpiſe. 


Mir. Sooner than change my Mind, my darling Thought 


Oh may my Life be changed into Death ! 
For cruel tho', tho* mercileſs ſhe be, 
Yet my whole Life is wrapt in Amarillis. 
Nor can the human Frame, I think, contain 
A double Heart, at once, a double Soul. 
Cor. O hapleſs Swain, fo little ſæiil'd in Love! 


What, love who hates me ?—follow one who flies me ? 


I'd die firſt. 


Mir. As Gold by Fire, is Faith by Suff ring try'd. 


Nor can th' unſhaken Conſtancy of Love 
Be prov'd, but by enduring high Diſdain. 
"Tis this, in my vaſt Woe, alone ſupports me. 
Whether my Heart do burn, or whether pine, 
Sick*ning to Death in ſuch a beauteous Cauſe, 
Tears, Sighs, the Rack; ev'n Exile, even Death, 
As nought it counts ;—i:ſelf ſhall ſooner break, 
Than my Faith break ;—for what alas ! is Life, 
If ſully'd with the Breach of ſuch a Vow ? 

Cor. Noble Deſign! O moſt heroic Lover! 
Stern, pertinacious, as the flubborn Beaſt, | 


Or ſenſeleſs Rock, which braves the furious Ocean. | 


What Plague ſo great, what Poiſon half ſo fierce, 
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So deadly, as is Conſtancy in Love? SF" 

| Wretched the Heart, which Phantaſms vain as theſe 
Controul; —miſguiding Phantaſms, which diflurb, 
And canker all the ſweeteſt Joys of Love. | 

Sui Tell me, poor Boy ! with this thy brainleſs Freak 

Of Conſtancy, what is't thou loy'ſt in her, 

Who fo deſpiſ:th thee ?—Is it her Beauty, 

Which never can be thine ? Doſt Pleaſure ſeek, 
Which thou canſt never have? Or Pity, ſay, 

For which in vain thou ſigh'ſt? Or is't Succeſs, f 
Which, candidly, thou own'ſt thou may'ſt not hope? 

? Novght elſe, if thou conſider'ſt right, in ſhort, by 
Than thine own Pain, thy Woe, thy Death, thou * | 
And thus infatuated wilt thou be, | 
Ever to love, and never he beloy'd ? 

Rouze, rouze, Mirtillo ! recolle& thyſelf— 

Tis like thou'lt fail of other Loves !—tis like 

Some tender pliant Nymph thou'lt no where find, 
Mir. Sweeter to me to grieve for Amarillis, 

Than all the Favors of a thouſand others ! 

And if, my Fate with her deny me Bliſs, 

Periſh henceforth, for me, all other Bliſs . 

l bleſy'd with other Nymphs, with other Loves ?— . 

I could not if I wauld—I would not if I could. 

And ſhould it ever chance, at any Time, 

My Will, all frantic, ſuch a Thing ſhould will, 

Or poſſible my Power ſhould perform it 

. 
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Sooner, pray Heay'n and Love, of ev'ry Will, 
Of ev'ry.Pow'r, that I might be depriv'd ! 
Cor. O faſcinated Heart ! thyſelf debaſe 
Thus to indulge a cruel Fair-one's Scorn ! 
Mir. He fears no Torment, who implores no Aid. 
Cor. Blind not thyſelf, Mirtillo, for perhaps 
In earneſt yet thou can't perſuade thyſelf 
She loves thee not, and doth in earneſt ſcorn thee, 
But didſt thou know, what, privately, ſo oft, 
To me, concerning thee ſhe hath diſclos d. 
Mir. Still, theſe as honour'd Trophies I regard, 
Rais'd to my Conftancy ;z—by this alone 5 
O'er Heav'n and Earth I'Il triumph oer her Heart, 
Hard as it is z—o'er all my Woe; o'er Fate; 
O'er Fortune; o'er the World; and Death itfelf !- 
Cor. [ Aſide.] Did he but know how much ſhe doth 
How great would be his Tranſport—hapleſs Boy! 
How do I feel for theſe thy fruitleſs Ravings ! 
Say, any other Nymph didf ever love? 
Mir. My Heart fair Amarilhs firſt poſſeſs d; 
Fair Amarillis laſt ſhall have my Heart. 
Cor. Then, as it ſeems thou never yet haſt known 
Ought but a cruel, a tormenting Love. 
Ah, if but once all Gentleneſs and Sweets 
Thou knew'ſ{ him, full of Courteſy and Peace 


| But try a liule, ty 3 and thou wilt find 
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How very ſweet the Joy, which ſome kind Nymph 
Can give, who lives alone for thee, and burns, 
As much as for thy haughty Fair-one, thou :;— 
How very pleaſant 'tis, when, great thy Blifs 
As is thy Love ;—thy having as thy Wiſh j— 
To thy warm Sighs, when ſympathizing Sighs 
As warm, ſhall heave thy Fair-one's Breaſt, who'll ſay, 
« Whate'er I am my Idol ! all thou ſee'ft 
Is wholly thine ;—if thou doſt call me fair, 
For thee alone I'm fair; for thee this Face, 
Theſe Locks; this Boſom is adorn'd for thee l 
'Tis there, O ſweet Enchanter of my Soul! 
'Tis there thou dwell'ſt, not I !”—but this is faint, 
But as a Riy'let to that Sea of Sweets, 
Which Love beſtows; and no one can expreſs 
But thoſe who have experienc'd his Delights. 
Mir. Happy a thouſard and a thouſand Times, 
Whoſe Birth, with ſuch a Star, was uſher'd in ! 
Cor, Hear me, Mirtillo! (from my truant Tongue 
My Life! was dropping) a diſtinguiſh'd Nymph, 
'Mong all, who either looſely to the Winds 
Diſplay, or weave in plaits their golden Hair; 
As worthy of thy Love, as thou of her's ;— 
Pride of theſe Woods! ſweet Object of all Hearts! 
By worthy Swains ſolicited in vain, 
In vain purſued !—doth thee alone adore, | 
Moe than her Heart, more han her Life doth love thee ! 
I 2 
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If wiſe, Mirtillo, thou wilt not deſpiſe her :— 

For as the Shadow on the Body waits, 

So in thy Footſteps ever will ſhe tread ;— 

Handmaid obſequious, either to thy Word, 

Or to thy Nod; and all the live long-Night, 

And all the Day attendant on thy Side! 

Ah, do not let ſo rere a Prize eſcape thee! 

For can there be, on Earth, a ſweeter Joy, 

Than that which coſts nor Sighs, nor Tears, norRiſk, 

Nor Time ; ſo ſteady a Delight ;—a Pleaſure 

Prompt to thy Wiſh ;—and to thy Appetite, 

And to thy Taſte fo ſeaſon'd :—no, indeed, 

No Treaſure can procure it—leave, then, leave, 

The deſp'rate Track of ever-flying Feet, 

And ſhelter in the Arms which open for thee, 

Nor will I feed thee with vain Hopes, Mirtillo ! 

Give but the Word, and ſhe who loves thee fo, 

The Word ſcarce giv'n, ſhall inftantly appear, 
Mir. My Heart's ill qualified for Love's Delights, 


Cor. Try them but once, and then may'ſt thou reſume 


Thy wonted Torments having once eſſay'd them, 

Then ſpeak of Love's Delights as they have prov'd, 
Mir. Diſtemper d Palates ſweet to bitter turn. 
Cor. Do it, if only to give Life to her 

Who in the Sun of thy bright Eyes doth live! 

O Cruel ! doſt thou feel, thyſelf, Diſtreſs ? 

What tis to ſue ? then why wilt thou withhold - 
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From others, that Relief thou ſeek'ſ thyſelf ? 
Mir. How can I grant Relief, who have it not? 
In ſhort, whilſt I have Breath, I amreſolv'd, 
Kind or unkind ſhe hath been, or may be, 
Faith to preſerve to her whom I adore! 
Cor. O truly blind, and wretched ! ſtupid 3oy. 
For whom this Conſtancy I did not mean 
To wring thee ; Woe to ſuperadd to Woe ;z— 
But thou art too much dup'd, and I, who love thee, 
Cannot in Silence ſee it :—thiok'& thou then 
That Amarillis* Scorn from Zeal proceeds 
Either of Piety or Chaſtity ? 
Thou'rt mad, if thou canſt think it ;—Silly Boy ! 

The Room's engag'd ;—and thee ſhe leaves to weep, 
Whilſt one doth laugh. Thou ſpeał ſt not, art thou dumb? 
Mir. My Soul *twixt Life and Death is on the Poiſe, 

Whilſt my Heart doubts, whether it ſhould believe, 
Or whether not ;—this makes me ſtupid, mute, 
Cor. Thou doſt not then believe me ? 
Mir. If I did, 
As ſure thou'dſt fee me die and if *tis true, 
This Inſtant will Idie. | 
Cor. Live, live thou Wretch ! 
Reſerve thyſelf for Vengeance. 
Mir. "Tis not true; 
So vile a Thing I never will believe ! 


Cor. Thou diſbeliev'ſt, yet urgeſt me to tell 
13 
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What will alflict thee much.—Sec'ſt thou yon Cave? 
That is the ſecret Guardian of the Faith, 
And of the Honour of thy peerleſs Nymph. 
Tis there ſhe mocks thee — there with all thy Woe, 
The Joys ſhe ſeaſons of thy happy Rival. 
*Tis there, in ſhort, thy virtuous Amarillis, 
Doth very oft to the lov'd Arms repair 
Of a rude Swain :—20 now—weep, ſigh, be conſtant, 
For ſurely ſuch a Prize exaQts it all. 
Mir. Alas! Coriſca, doſt thou then ſpeak Truth ? 
And muſt I credit ſuch a ſhocking Tale? | 
Cor. More thou enquir'ſt, worſe Tidings muſt thou heap 
Mir. But didſt thou ſee't, Coriſca? Oh the Day !— 
Cor. Not only have I ſeen it, but thou may'(t 
With thy own Eyes ;—nay, ev'n this very Day; 
For tis the Day appointed—this the Hour. — 
And if awhile thou wilt conceal thyſelf 
Amid theſe neighb'ring Buſhes, thou wilt ſee, 
She'll enter firſt the Cave, and ſoon her Spark. 
Mir. So ſoen muſt I expire !— | 
Cor. See, there ſhe comes 
Gently deſcending by the Temple's Side. 
Mirtillo, doſt thou fee her Mark her Steps 
Her Foot as furtive as her furtive Heart. 
Here do thou wait, and ſee what will enſue. 
We'll after meet again. 
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Mir. Since I'm ſo near diſcov'ring of the Truth, 
My Faith, and Life, and Death, I will ſuſpend. 


SCENE VII. 
AMARILLIS. 


"Tis wiſe in Men, whate'er tbey undertake, 
To crave divine Aſſiſtance; all confus'd, 
And full of Palpitation, hence I werit 
Up to the Temple=—Thanks to gracious Heav'n, 
Thence I'm return'd, all comforted and calm 
For at my fervent Pray'r and pure, methought, 
Celeſtial Grace did renovate my Soul, 
As if to ſay, why fear*ſt thou Amarillis ?— 
Go on ;—and therefore, boldly, I go on 
Secure in Heav'n's Protection —Beauteous Queen | 
O Mother of Almighty Love! befriend | 
A Supplicant, who now thy Aid implores 
From thy third Orb look down, and if the Fire 
Thy Son hath kindled, e' er thy Breaſt inflam'd, 
Now let thy gracious Pity ſuccour mine! 
Bring, courteous Goddeſs! fecretly and ſoon 
The Swain to whom my plighted Faith is giv'n ! 
And thou, dear Cave | within thy Womb receive 
So privately this Slave of Love, that all 
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Her Aim, ſhe may effectuate in thee !— 

But Amarillis, why delay'ſt thou? None 

Is here, that either ſe es me or can hear. 

In, boldly! O Mirtillo! O Mirtillo! 

If thou couldſt dream what prompts me here to come! 


SCENE VIII. 


MIRTILLO, 


Ah, but I'm too awake, and ſee too plain! 
Would, at.my Birih, that Sight had been deny'd me! 
Or rather, would I neyer had been born ; 

Why thus, O cruel Fate! my Life preſerve, 

To make me Witneſs of a Scene fo horrid ?— 

O tortur'd, more than any tortur'd Soul 

Of deepeſt Hell 1 Mirtillo, doubt no more ;— 

No more ſuſpend Belief z—with thine own Eyes, 
Thou'ſt ſeen it all; with thine own Ears haſt heard it, 
Thy Nymph is for another 5—not by Laws 


The World hath form'd, which take her from all others, 


But by Love's Law, which takes her but from thee ! | 
O cruel Amarillis! not enough | 

Didſt thou then think it to deſtroy a Wretch, 
Unleſs with his Deſtruction thou ſhould'ſt mock him ? 
And with that fickle, that inſidious Mouth, 
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Which once, howeer Mirtillo's Sweets approv'd, 
But now the hated Name (which thou, perhaps, 
For thy Remorſe retainꝰſt) from thy Delights 
Thou would'ſ expunge, from all thy wanton Joys, 
And haſt diſgorg'd it cruel Nymph! in hope 

That heavy at thy Heart it ſhould not lay, 

But why delay Mirtillo ? She, who gave 

Thee Life, from thee hath taken it; and gives 
That Life unto another : and doſt hve ? 

Wretch, doſt not die? die, die, Mirtillo, die 

To ev'ry Torment, and to ev'ry+ Woe 

As to thy Good, as to thy Peace thou'rt dead 
Die, dead Mirtillo! Lite is over with thee, 

And let thy Torment too be over with thee, 

Quit, hapleſs Lover] quit fo hard a Death, 

So full of Anguiſh, which to pain thee more, 
Serves only to prolong a bitter Life. 

But what ? and ſhall I die without Revenge ? 
Firſt, ſhall he die, who thus my Death has cauſed, 
My thirſt of Death ſhall only be deferr'd, 

Till juſtly him have I of Life depriv'd, 

Who moſt unjuſtly robs. me of my Heart. 

Let Grief give way to Vengeance, to Diſdain 
Compaſſion yield, and Death to Life ſubmit 
Till with his Life my Death I have reveng'd. 

Let not this Steel the unaveng'd Blood 

Drink of its Lord; nor this right Hand be known 
The Miniſter of Pity ere of Wrath. | 
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Yes, whoſoe'er thou art, who in the Smiles 

Doſt of my Fair exult, thyſelf ſhall feel 
Severely in my fall, thy Ruin too! 

Cloſe in this Brake I'll keep, and at the Inſtant 

I ſee his Footſteps verging to the Cave, 

Sudden I'll ſpring upon him, and his Side 

Deep with this barbed Dart, will I infix. 

But, by Surprize, is it not baſe to pierce 

Another ?—Yes, by Challenge let it be 

To ſingle Fight; in which thy val'rous Arm, 
In thy juſt Cauſe, ſhall aſcertain thy Right. 

But no—this Place, ſo much frequented, is 

To all ſo known, that ſoon the nimble Swains 
Would crowd upon us, and prevent the Fight; 
And, what is worſe, what moy'd my Wrath enquire, 
Which, if deny'd, they'd think me guilty ftrait; 
And if diſguis'd my Honor they'd impeach; 

Aud if reveal'd; with Shame indelible | 
My fair one's Name for ever muſt be ſtain'd. 

In whom, tho? what I fee, I cannot love, 

Yet that at leaſt I love, which, ever, yet 

I wiſh'd, and ever while I live ſhall wiſh ; 

And what I hop'd, and what I ought to have ſeen, 
Then let the infamous Adult'rer periſh, 

Who, ker of Honor, me hath robb'd of Life. 

But ſhould I kill him here, will not his Blood 
Strongly the Fact attcft ?—and why regard 

The Pain of dying, if tis Death I ſcek? 
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But when at length the Murder's known, the Cauſe ' 


Will be betray'd ; and there again thou']t plunge 
Into the ſelf ſame Riſk, that may reſult, 

Of fixing Infamy on this Ingrate. 

Enter the Cave then, and aſſault him there: 
Good—this I like—ſfo ſoftly I'll go in, 

She ſhall not hear me; I may well ſuppoſe, 
Indeed ſhe did fuggeſt it, by her Words; 

That to the Part moſt private and confin'd 

She would repair. Far, then, I'Il not advance 
A Gap, made in the Rock, and cover'd all 
With Leafy Branches, on the Left, you find 
Juſt at the Bottom of the ſteep Deſeent. 

In this, as filent as I can, I'll fteal, 

And wait the Moment to effect my Aim, 

My Foe diſpatch'd, in Triumph will J bear him 
To her my Enemy, and thus of both 


Reveng'd—Myſelf, the ſelf ſame Sword will plunge 


Into my Breaſt—ſo three, at once, ſhall fall; 
Two by the Sword, and one o'ercome by Grief ; 
A tragic End this cruel one ſhall ſte, 

As well of him who in her Love was bleſt, 

As him, her Treach'ry robb'd of all his reſt. 
And thus this Cave—the happy Grot defign'd 
For her Enjoyment—ſhall to either Swain 


. Prove, but what's more my Wiſh, ſhall of her Crimeg 


Prove, the unhappy Sepulchre and Tomb. 
But ye dear Footſteps trac'd ſo long in vain, 
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And do ye point me out ſo true a Path? 

And do ye guide me to her dear Abode ? 
With Reverence I ſubmit, and muſt pbrſve, 

O Coriſca! Coriſca! now I own 

Truth thou haſt told me, and I muſt believe. 
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This Swain believes Coriſca ? and purſues 
Her Footſteps to the Cave of Erycina ? 

Dull muſt he be, who can't conceive the reſt, 
But certain *tis that of her Faith, in Hand 


Thou need'ſt have ſome good Pledge, if thou believ'ſt her, 


Some more tenacious Hol than what I had, 
When by the. Hair I ſciz d her—tougher Knots . 
Than Preſents, ſurely thou can'ſt never have. 

It muſt, be that this Foe to all that's virtuous 
To day, as ſhe is us'd, hath ſold herſelf ; 
And in this Cave the Contract is fulfill'd. 
But thither Heay'n, perhaps, hath ſent thee down, 
For thy Chaſtiſement, and for my Revenge. 
From his own Words, I eaſily collect 

hat be is well inform'd, and he hach ſeen 

Of her ſuch Veltiges, which clearly prove 
She now is in the Caye Now for a Stroke. 


Tas FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 225 


Stop the Cave's Mouth, with that huge hanging Stone, 
So that they ſhan't be able to eſcape, 
Then to the Prieſt repair, and by the Hill, 
The private Way, conduct his Miniſters ; 
Who'll ſeize her, and according to the Law, 
And her Miſdeeds, condemn her ftrait to die; 
For well I know that ſhe to Corydon 
The Marriage Vow hath giv'n, which he conceals, 
For as I've often threaten'd him, he fears me; 
To day will I contrive that he of both 
Shall vindicate th' Aﬀront—T'll loſe no Time, 
From yonder Holm a luſty Branch I'll cut, 
Which will aſſiſt me to remove the Stone. 
How weighty tis ! how terribly it ſticks ! 
Could I but ſhove the Branch, and wedge it in 
So as to looſe the Stone—that Thought was good, 
Now drive it juſt the ſame on to'ther Side, 
How firm it cleaves—this Buſineſs is more tough 
Than I conceiv dA ne'er ſhall get it out, 
Not all my Might will make it even yield, 
It ſeems the World itſelf, or i ſt my Strength 
That fails me now? O moſt provoking Stars ! 
What mean ye? in Coriſca's Spite, that Wretch | 
Or all the Women in the World beſide 
I'll move it. O Licean Pan! O Pan! 
For thou art all 1 for thou can'ſt all ! be moved 
At my intreaties—thou a froward Heart 
Did'ſt once adore -in this Coriſca prov'd 
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Sa falſe, O now avenge thy baffled Loves ! 
Thus by thy Godhead's Influence I move it; 
Thus by thy Godhead's Influence it falls; 
Now in her Hold the wicked Fox is ſhut; 
We'll fire her in it; and with her I would 
That ev'ry wicked Jade therein was thruſt, 
In the ſame Flame to periſh all at once ! 


CHORUS. 


Hail mighty Love 

Thou Miracle of Nature and the World! 
What Heart ſo dull, or where's the ſavage Race 
Thy Pow'r which doth not feels?̃ 
But where's the Mind ſo keen, or ſo profound, 
Thy Pow'r can comprehend ? 

Who knows the Ardors kindled by thy Rm 
Amportunate, impure ; 

Will ſay thou liv'ft, thou reigneſt, mortal Spiait! 
Within the Human Frame. 

But then who ſees how ſmit with Virtus s Lore 
The Lover is, how apt 

His Flame to repreſent (each ſtubborn Will 

At once ſubdued) all tremulous and pale; 

Will ſay, immortal Spirit ! in the Soul, 
Thuy ſecret and moſt ſacred Place thou hold' fl 
Phenomenon, moſt rare and wond'rous ! 

At once of Human Aſpect and Divine! 
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With ſeeing blind! With knowing loſt in Mind! 


With Senſe and Intelle&— 
Paſhon and Reaſon, Chaos of AﬀeRion 1 


And ſuch o'er Earth thy Empire and o'er — 


By thee are they controul'd. 

But (under Awe I fay it) 

A higher Wonder than thyſelf, 

The World poſſeſſeth more ſtupendous far 

For all thou doſt with us, that's great and ftrange, 
Is only in a beauteous Woman's Form. 

O Woman | O thou Gift of Heaw'n ! | 

Or of him rather, who creating both, 

Thy Face with more bewitching Charms adorn'd : 
What haſt thou not than ot ata 
In his vaſt Countenance, 

One Eye, a monſtrous Cyclop, doth he roll; 

To the Beholder, not the Cauſe of Light, 

But Source of fatal Blindneſs : 

Whether he ſigh or ſpeak, 

'Tis as the angry Lion's Roar, moſt dreadful ! 
No longer Heav'n, but as a Field 

Of moſt tempeſtuous horrid Storm, 

Uſh'ring with rapid Lightning, awful Thunder, 
Thou with the chearing Rays, 

And thoſe divine and all angelic Looks, 

Of two bright Sun's, attractive and benign, 

The eager Gazer's troubled Soul doſt calm, 

And lap it in Elyſium 


nen 
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And Motion, Sound, and Light; 

And Beauty, Worth, and Grace, 

Do in thy lovely Looks ſo ſweetly mix, 
That Heav'n in'vain preſumes. | 

(If Heay'n be yet than Paradiſe leſs fair) 
With thee, reſplendent Woman ! to compare. 
And well doth he reſolve 

That lordly Animal call'd Man, 

To whom all mortal Things ſubmiſſive bow, 
If their great Author he behold in thee, 

To thee he bow and yield ; and though * 
And triumph, it is not that e | 
For Vict'ry and the Sceptre leſs are fit, 

But that your Glory higher ſhould be rais'd. 
For as the vanquiſh'd is of greater Name, 
Who conquers ſure, the greater Feat may claim ! 
But that thy Charms, not man alone, | 
But ev'n Humanity itſelf. ſhould conquer: 
Amazing Proof to ev'ry doubting Soul 
Mirtillo this Day gives. 

This Woman ! this was wanting to diſplay 


Your pow'r, o'er hopeleſs Hearts to keep your Sway, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


8 O much my Heart was fix'd, and Mind intent, 
To lead this ſimple Girl into the Snare, 
My Loſs of Hair, by that rude Satyr ſnatch'd, 
And its Recovery quite eſcap'd my Thoughts. 
How irkſome was it to me, that my Freedom 
Should at ſo high a Rate, and by a Pledge 
do precious be obtain'd——but to remain 
With ſuch a Monſter was impoſſible ; 
For tho* more timid than a Hare he be, 
From him muſt I have borne a thouſand Inſults, 
A thouſand dreadful Scorns :—as yet I've foil'd him, 
And whilſt a Drop of Blood was in his Veins, 
Have ſuck'd him like a Leech, —Now he laments, 
That I no longer love him z—and his Grief 
Would be well founded, had I ever lov'd him :— 
One cannot love a Thing that is not lovely. 
As Herbs are priz'd, when gather'd, for their Virtue, 
But of their Juices robb'd, are thrown away, 
And ſpurn'd as rotten; — ſo when from this Wretch, 
Whate'er was good in him, I well have ſqueez'd, 
K 
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What can I do but throw the Huſłs to Swine ? 
Now will I ſee if Corydon hath yet 

Deſcended to the Cave, — Why, what is this? 
What a new Sight? am I awake, or dreaming ? 
I'm tipſey ſure—ſurely, I muſt fee double 
Why *twas but now, I'm certain, that the Mouth 
Was open of this Cave—how comes it ſhut ? 

How comes this Stone, ſo huge, and ſo oblique, 
Thus, on a ſudden tumbled ta this Spot? 

No Shock of Earthquake hath been lately felt! 
Fain would I know if Corydon is there 

Shut up with Amarillis ?—for the Reſt 

I'd make myſelf quite eaſy—long ere this 

He muſt be come ;—for if I underſtgod 

Liſetta right, ſome Time had he ſet out. 

Perhaps he's in, and that Mirtillo thus 

Hath ſhut them up together. Stung with Rage, 
Love might have mov'd the World itſelf, much more 
A Stone, Were it but ſo, no better Thing 
Mirtillo could have done, as feels my Heart ; 
If in his Heart I ſtood for Amarillis ! 
But now my better Way is by the Mount, 
To gain the Cave, and pry into the Fact. 
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SCENE H. 


DORINDA. LINco. 


Dor. But, Linco, really then didſt thou not know me? 
Lin, Who could have known thee in theſe ſhaggy Spoils, 
do horrid, for the elegant Dorinda? 
Were I, inſtead of Linco, a fierce Hound, 
Too well, and to thy Coſt, ſhould I have known thee, 
Alas! what do I ſte, what do I ſee !— 
Dor. Thou ſeeſt Linco, an Effect of Love, 
A ſingular and fad Effect of Love !— — 
Lin. A Maid like thee, ſo tender and fo ſoft, 
Who waſt (as I may ſay) ſo late an Infant, 
And whom, methinks, but yeſterday a Child 
Icarry'd in my Arms—whoſe tott'ring Feet 
I guided, and whoſe Tongue to ſay Papa, 
Whilſt in thy Father's Service I remain'd ;j— 
hou, who-unconſcious'yet of Love's Deſire, 
Didſt, ike a timid Fawn, at ev'ry Thing 
That ſtirr'd, take Fright; at ev'ry ſudden Breeze, 
At ev'ry Bird, that-perching, mov'd the Twig; 
At ev'ry Lizard running from the Brake; 
Whom ev'ry. flutt'ring Leaf could fo diſmay j—=—— 
Now wand'"ring, ſole, oer Hills, thro* Woods thou goeſt, 
eariets of either Beaſts, or chafing Dogs! 
K. 2 
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Dor. Who once is ſmitten with the am'rous Dart, 
Is of all other Wounds moſt unconcern'd. 

Lin, Love's Pow'r in thee, Dorinda, ſtrong appears, 
From Nymph to Man transform'd ; or rather ſay, 
Into a Wolf, from a fair Nymph transform'd. 

Dor. O Linco ! couldſt thou dive into my Breaſt, 
Thou'dſt ſee a ray*nous Wolf, tearing my Heart, 
As the meek Lamb he tears, 

Lin. And who's the Wolf? 

Is't Silvio? * 

Dor. Rightly thou at once haſt nam'd. 

Lin. And thou to ſuit him as a Wolf, thyſelf 
Gladly a ſhe Wolf's Figure doſt aſſume; 

That ſince to human Features he's adverſe, 

Charm'd with the Lupal Form, he chance may love thee, 
But tell me where thou found'ſt theſe ſhaggy Robes, 
Dor. I'll tell thee, —Early on this Morn I went 

To where I was inform'd Silvio deſign'd 

At Foot of Erimanthus, to enjoy 

The noble chafing of the horrid Boar. 

And juſt as I had clear'd the Holm-tree Wood, 
Not far from hence, cloſe to the little Brook 
That tumbles down the Hill, I found Melampo, 
My beautcous Silvio's Dog; who there his Thirſt, 
As I ſuppoſe, had flak'd, and at his Eaſe, 
Stretch'd in th* adjacent Meadow, ſought Repoſe. 
T who ſo prize whatever is my Silvio's, 


Ev'n to his lovely Figure's Shade, the Track 
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Of his dear Foot; his very Dog, by him 

So much belov'd—I ſtoop, and raiſe him up; 

And he moſt readily, like a gentle Lamb, 

Attends me—Muſing as I go along, 

Pleas'd to reſtore him to his Lord and mine, 

And with the Hope, a Gift fo dear to him, 

Muſt by ſome Mark of Fayor be approv'd ;— 
Behold my Silvio's Self, who miſſing him, 

Had track'd his Feet, and thither came to ſeek him. 
Not to loſe Time, dear Linco, I'll not tell 
Minutely, ev'ry 'Thing that paſs'd between us, 
But to be brief, I'll only mention this, 

That after he had madea tireſome Round 

Of treach'rous Promiſes, eluſive Words; 
Full of Diſdain and Wrath, hard-hearted Boy! 
He flung from me, taking his faithful Dog, 

And me depriving of my ſweet Reward ! 

Lin. Relentleſs Silvio! O obdurate Youth |! 
And thou, what didſ thou then? didſt thou not * 
At ſuch Barbarity ?— 

Dor. Rather as if 
The Heat of his Diſdain, had to my Heart 
New Heat infus'd, a new Supply of Love, 

His Anger ſerv'd but to increaſe my Flame. 

And ſtill, in ſpite of all, his Steps purſuing, 

And to the Chace my interrupted Track 

Continuing, in my Way I Lupin met, 

With whom, hard by, I juſt before had parted, | 
K 3 
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And the Thought inftant ſtruck me, that his Garb 
I would aſſume, his coarſe, unſeemly Suit, 

And ſo diſguis'd, a Shepherd among Swains 

I might be held, and cloſely thus attend 

My Silvio's Side! and fondly gaze upon him. 

Lin. And to the Chace thou went'ſt in Wolf's Attire, 
And the Dogs ſaw thee, and art yet ſo ſafe 
Return'd ?Dorinda, thou haſt done enough, 

Dor. Wonder not, Linco, that the Dogs declin'd 
To worry, what is meant their Maſter's Prey. 

And there, confounded with the num'rous Throng, 
Of neighb'ring Swains, who thither flock'd to view 
The noble Chace, without the Tents, I ſtood — 
The fond SpeRatreſs, more by much of him, 

The gallant Hunter, than his fav'rite Sport. 

For at each Motion of the ſavage Beaſt, 

My Heart beat quick—at each intrepid Act 

Of my dear Silvio, all my Soul alarm'd, 

Haſten'd with ev'ry Paſſion to his Aid! 

But the dread Figure of the horrid Boar, 

Vaſt jn his Size, tremendous in his Strength, 

Now ev'ry Pleaſure canceld, I had hop'd. 

As the ſwift Whirlwind of ſome ſudden Storm, 
Houſes and Trees and Rocks, and what it meets 
Within its Round, in little Time bears down, 
Thus as the Monſter ſudden wheePd about 

His foaming, bloody Tuſks, at once were ſeen 

Dogs ſlain, and ey _ and wounded 2 
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How oft with the fierce Monſter did I wiſh 

My Life to ſtake, to ſave my Silvio's Life! 

How often to ruſh in, and that my Breaſt, 
Might as a Shield defend my Silvio's Breaſt ! 
How often ſaid within myſelf, dread Boar ! 
Spare, Oh my Silvio's lovely Boſom, ſpare ! 
Thus talking, fighing, praying to myſelf, 
When with a tough and knotty Coat of Rark 
His Dog Melampo arm'd, he let him looſe 
Impetuous on the Beaſt ; now proud become, 
Fleſh'd as he was in Blood on ev'ry Side, 

Of many ſlaughter'd Dogs, and wounded Swains, 
Linco, 'tis not in Words to repreſent 

The Courage of this Dog, and tis his Due 
That Silvio loves him to fo high a Pitch. 

As a ſtern Lion, who the threatning Horn 

Of the wild, ſtubborn Bull doth now defy, 

Now ſhun ;—if once his pow'rful Fang 

But ſeize his Back, fo fatal is the Gripe, 

The horned Beaſt of all his Might is robb'd ;m- 
The brave Melampo thus with Skill avoids 

The frequent Turns, and Carnage ſpreading Wheels 
Of this dread Monſter, till at Length his Ear 
He ſeizes, tugging it awhile moſt fierce ; 

Then pins him down ſo cloſe, that now an Aim 
At his huge Carcaſe, ſlightly hurt before, 

May, for his mortal Wound, be ſurely taken. 
Inſtant my lovely Silvio to the Queen, 
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And the Thought inftant ſtruck me, that his Garb 
I would aſſume, his coarſe, unſeemly Suit, 
And ſo diſguis'd, a Shepherd among Swains 
I might be held, and cloſely thus attend 
My Silvio's Side! and fondly gaze upon him. 

Lin. And to the Chace thou went'ſt in Wolf's Attire, 
And the Dogs ſaw thee, and art yet ſo ſafe 
Returnꝰ d? Dorinda, thou baſt done erough. 

Dor. Wonder not, Linco, that the Dogs declin'd 
To worry, what is meant their Maſter's Prey. 

And there, confounded with the num'rous Throng, 
Of neighb'ring Swains, who thither flock'd to view 
The noble Chace, without the Tents, I ſtood — 
The fond SpeRatreſs, more by much of him, 

The gallant Hunter, than his fav'rite Sport. 

For at each Motion of the ſavage Beaſt, 

My Heart beat quick at each intrepid Act 

Of my dear Silvio, all my Soul alarm'd, 

Haſten'd with ev'ry Paſſion to his Aid ! 

But the dread Figure of the horrid Boar, 

Vaſt in his Size, tremendous in his Strength, 

Now ev'ry Pleaſure cancell'd, I had hop'd. 

As the ſwift Whirlwind'of ſome ſudden Storm, 
Houſes and Trees and Rocks, and what it meets 
Within its Round, in little Time bears down, 
Thus as the Monſter ſudden wheeP'd about 

His foaming, bloody Tuſks, at once were ſeen 
Dogs flain, and ſhiver'd Spears, and wounded Men,! 
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How oft with the fierce Monſter did I wiſh 
My Life to ſtake, to ſave my Silvio's Life! 
How often to ruſh in, and that my Breaſt, 
Might as a Shield defend my Silvio's Breaſt ! 
How often ſaid within myſelf, dread Boar ! 
Spare, Oh my Silvio's lovely Boſom, ſpare ! 
Thus talking, fighing, praying to myſelf, 
When with a tough and knotty Coat of Rark 
His Dog Melampo arm'd, he let him looſe 
Impetuous on the Beaſt ; now proud become, 
Fleſh'd as he was in Blood on ev'ry Side, 
Of many flaugliter'd Dogs, and wounded Swains. 
Linco, *tis not in Words to repreſent | 
The Courage of this Dog, and 'tis his Due 
That Silvio loves him to fo high a Pitch. 
As a ſtern Lion, who the threatning Horn 
Of the wild, ſtubborn Bull doth now defy, 
Now ſhun 3z—if once his pow'rful Fang 
But ſeize his Back, fo fatal is the Gripe, 
The horned Beaſt of all his Might is robb'd ;== 
The brave Melampo thus with Skill avoids 
The frequent Turns, and Carnage ſpreading Wheels 
Of this dread Monſter, til! at Length his Ear 
He ſeizes, tugging it awhile moſt fierce ; 
Then pins him down ſo cloſe, that now an Aim 
At his huge Carcaſe, lightly hurt before, 
May, for his mortal Wound, be ſurely taken, 
Inſtant my lovely Silvio to the Queen, 
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His Patroneſs, his fervid Vow prefers. 
« Do thou, chaſte Goddeſs! now, he ſaid, direct 
My Arrow's Courſe ; and at thy ſacred Shrine 
His Head, and all his Honours ſhall be thine.” 
He ſays, and from his golden Quiver takes 
A rapid Shaft ;—his mighty Bow he bends, 
And draws it to the Head ;—like Lightning ſwift 
Th' unerring Arrow flies, and where the Neck 
With the left Shoulder joins, it enters deep. 
Down inſtant falls the Boar.— And J revive, 
Sceing my Silvio now from Danger free. 
O happy Monſter ! worthy of thy Fate 
By ſuch a Hand; which doth ſo ſweetly ſteal 
From ev'ry Nymph he ſees, her Virgin Heart. 
Lin. But with the Beaſt, what mean they then to do? 
Dor. I know not; for I came away the firſt, 
Fearful of being notic'd ; but no doubt 
The Head, in ſolemn Pomp, they'll ſhortly bring. 
As my dear Silvio vow'd unto the Temple. 
Lin. And wilt thou ſtill continue in that Garb ? 
Dor. Sure not; but Lupin has my Robe, and all 
My Dreſs; and promis'd at the Spring to wait 
Till I ſhould come; but J have look'd in vain. 
Do, Linco, favour me to ſeek him out, 
Some where about this Wood—he can't be far. 
Meanwhile, in yonder Shade I will repoſe. 
Thou ſee'ſt it—there I'll wait the with Fatigue 
I'm overcome, and Drowſineſs;— nor thus 
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Equipp'd, will I adventure to my Home. 
Lin, I go—but tarry there till T return, 


SCENE III. 


CHORUS OF SHEPHERDS. ERGASTO. 


Cho. Shepherds have you heard 
How that our Demi-god, the worthy Son 
Of great Montano, worthy his Deſcent 
From great Alcides too ;— 
This Day hath freed us from that dreadful Beaſt, 
Which troubled all Arcadia ! 
And that, for this Succeſs, he now prepares 
At chaſte Diana's Shrine, to pay his Vows. 
If for ſo great a Bleſſing, we would ſhew 
Our Gratitude, let us go out to meet him! 
And as our high Deliv'rer, with our Songs 
And with our Hearts, let's teſtify his Praiſe. 
And tho? to brave and virtuous Souls, 
Praiſe is of ſmall Account, with duty weigh'd 
Tis that,” however, which we beſt can give 
To Virtue here below. 
Erg. O fad diſaſter ! O moſt bitter Fact 
O Wound immedicable, mortal Wound ! 
O cruel Day, for ever tobe wept! - 
Cho, What Voice is that ſodoleful and ſo dire! 
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Erg. Ve Stars, ſo envious of cur Bliſs, why thus— 


Why mock ye thus our Faith ?—— 

Why do ye lift fo high our fondeſt Hopes ?— 

Is it that by the Fall, 

Their Height ſhall make them ſuffer greater Pain ? 
Cho. This ſeems to me Ergaſto ;—and tis him. 
Erg. But why accuſe I Heay'n ? thyſelſ accuſe, 

Thyſelf alone the dang'rous Tinder plac'd 

Cloſe to the Steel of Loye—"twas thou didſt firike it, 

Thyſelf alone that didſt collect the Sparks, 

Which kindled th' inextinguiſhable Flame. 

But Heav'n bear Witneſs, that my Views were good; 

That nought but Pity could induce me to it. 

O hapleſs Lovers ! O poor Amarillis ! 

O wretched Titirus ! O orphan'd Father 

O ſad Montano ! O Arcadia Joſt ! 

O wretched we! in ſhort, O how diſtreſt, 

How ruin'd all I have ſeen, all I fee, 

All that I ſay, or hear, or that I think! 

Cho. This dreadful Accident, what may it be, 
Alas! thus to abſorb all other Woe ?— 
Let's go, my Swains, let's go, 
Forth to meet him, who now is juſt at Hand, 
Eternal Gods! not yet relent your Wrath ? 
Tell us, our dear Ergaſto ! what ſad Deed 
Hath ſo diſtreſt thee=-why we fee thee weep ? 
Erg. My deareſt Friends ! 
I weep for mine; I weep for your's; n 
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Arcadia's Ruin. 
Cho. Ah, what haſt thou ſaid ! 
Erg. The Prop of all our Hopes is overturn'd. 
Cho, Do ſpeak to us, that we may underſtand. 
Erg. Good Tit'rus* Daughter, who alone remain'd 
Both of her finking Sire, and finking Houſe 
The Stay and Shoot—that only Hope we had 
For our Deliv'rance ! 
Who to Montano's Son, by Heay*n itſelf 
Deſtin'd and promis'd, that their Nuptials might 
Relieve Arcadia, and its Bliſs retore— 
That moſt celeſtial Nymph ;— 
That virtuous Amarillis z— 
That Exemplar of Honor ;— 
That Flow'r of Chaſtity ;— 
Alas! that very Maid ;—my Heart muſt burſt, | 
To fay it ;— 
Cho, What then is ſhe dead? 
Erg. Not dead—but on the very Point of Death. 
Cho. Alas! what do I hear? 
Erg. Nothing as yet j— 
The worſt is, that diſhonour'd ſhe mult die. 
Cho, Diſhonour'd Amarillis !-= how, -Ergaſto ? 
Erg. With an Adult'rer caught!—here ſtop awhile, 
You'll ſee the Culprit leading to the Temple. 
Cho, O bright and ſingular, 
But Virtue, much too arduous for the Sex! 
O Chaſtity ! thou Stranger to our Days | 
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What, ſhall no Woman then be deemed chaſte, 
But her who never yet was importun'd ?—— 
Oh luckleſs Age! 

Erg. Truly on faireſt Grounds, 
Each Woman's Honour now may we ſuſpect, 
Since Honour's Self, diſhoneſt, hath been found ! 


Cho. Do, courteous Shepherd, ſoothe our curious Mind 


By telling us the whole, 

Erg. I'll tell you. Early, as ye know, this Morn, 
The Prieſt came, with the Nymph's unhappy Sire, 
Unto the Temple—and the ſame Intent 
Impell'd them both—by fervent Pray'r t' obtain 
The God's benign Aſſiſtance, in the Maich, 
Which, for their Children, both fo earneſt wiſh'd- 
For this alone, were, at the ſelf ſame Time, 

The Victims offer'd ; and with ev'ry Rite 

The Sacrifice moſt ſolemnly perform d. 

And with ſuch happy Auſpices perform'd, 

'That never Entrails look'd more ſound and pure, 
Nor ever Flame more ſteady and ſincere. 

Mov'd by theſe Signs, the blind Soothſayer cries, 
This Day, Montan', thy Silvio yields to Love. 


This Day, thy Daughter, Tit'rus makes a Bride ; 


Go, and prepare the Nuptials with all Speed.” 

O Skill of Soothſakers, abfurd and vain ! 

And thou, within, as blinded as without, 

If in the Stead of Nuptials, thou hadit bid 
Tit'rus the Funeral Rites prepare j—with Truth, 
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Thou mighteſt then be ſtil'd a Soothſayer. 
And now the Croud with holy Comfort glow'd 

With ſweet Affection wept the ancient Sires, 

And Tit'rus too was gone z— when, all at once, 
Thro'out the Temple horrid ſounds were heard, 
Dread Signs were ſeen, alarming Omens ſpread, 

The Wrath of Heav'n foreboding—at which, alas ! 
So fierce, ſo ſudden, and ſucceeding Hopes, 

Rais'd by ſuch happy Aug'ries—judge my Swains 
How ſtruck, and how confounded we remain'd ! 
Meanwhile the Prieſts had now withdrawn themſelves 
Into the greater Sanctuary; and whilſt 

Themſelves, within, by Prayers and Tears, as we 
Without, intently ſupplicate the Gods; 

Behold the filthy Satyr, who demands 

With urgent Haſte, and on a recent crime 

An Audience of the Prieſt ; and as ye know 

It was my poſt, twas I that introduced him, 

Then he (nor other News his ugly Fhiz 

Could bring) Father's he faid, if to your Vows 

The Victims and the incenſe don't accord ; 

If on your Altars burns a flame impure, 

Be not amaz'd—ſo is the Deed impure 

Which is to Day in Erycina's Cave 
Committed. A perfidious Nymph prophanes 
With an Adult'rer vile the Laws to you, 

And to another violates her Faith, 

Spare me your Miniſters, I'll ſhow them how 
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With Eaſe, to apprehend them in the Fact. 

On this (Oh human Mind! how very dark, 
How ſtupid by thy, Deſtiny thou art) 

The good afflidted Fathers now revive ; 
Suppoſing they, at length, had found the-Cauſe 
Which had obliged them to ſuſpend their Rites, 
And now the Prieſt gives Orders to Nicander, 
The higher Miniſter, that he attend 

The Satyr, and th' offending Lovers both, 
Forthwith he captive bring unto the Temple. 
Strait he ſets out from thence, with all our Choir 


Accompanied of leſſer Miniſters ; ( 
Taking the Route oblique, and all obſcure, | 
The Satyr had directed to the Cave. | T 


The hapleſs Nymph, dazzled, perhaps, and ſcar'd | 
At ſuch an unexpected Blaze of Lights, 


Now iſſues from an inner Nook, that's form'd 7 
About the Middle of the Cave, and trys, 1 
As I ſuppoſe, to fly towards that End, 80 
Which the ſhrewd Satyr, as I ſaid, had clos'd, T 

Cho. And he mean while what did he do? I 


Erg. He left them, 
Soon as he had di tected them the Way. 


*Tis not in Language, Brothers, to deſcribe 1 
How itupify'd, how {iruck we all remain'd, V 
Soon as we ſaw the Nymph was Tit'rus' Daugliter, I 


And ſcarcely was ſhe feiz'd, when up there ſprung 
(But whence he ſprung, I am not yet inform'd) 
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The brave Mirtillo and to wound Nicander, 
Furious the Dart he bore, at him he threw ; 
And had the Steel prov'd faithful to his Aim, 
To-day Nicander muſt have ceas'd to live; 

But at the very Inſtant one took Aim 

Stept back the other whether it were Chance, 
Whether ſagacious Foreſight—ſo he ſcap'd 

The fatal Steel; which miſs'd th* unguarded Breaſt, 
Piercing his ſhagged Veſt ; nor there had End 
This\dang'rous Aim; for it entangled fo, 

That when Mirtillo (trove to get it back, 

He could not, and-was Captive made himſelf, 

Cho. And what of him beeame ? 

Erg. Another Way 
They led him to the Temple. 

Cho, What to do ? 

Erg. The better may be to extract from him 
Of this ſtrange Fact the Truth; beſides, who knows? 
'Tis likely his Attack upon the Miniſters 
Severely may be puniſh'd; as in him 
The prieſtly Majelty itſelf is hurt, 

I could have wiſh'd howe'er to comfort him, 

Cho. And wherefore could'ſt thou not? 

Erg. Becauſe the Law | 
The leſſer Miniſters forbids to ſpeak 
With Culprits—'tis on this Account alone 
I ſep'rate from the others, and thus take 
A different Track to lead me to the Temple, 
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With Pray'rs and folemn Tears imploring Heav'n 


By its all gracious Pow'r, this Storm ſo foul T 
To brighten up, and happily to end. id 
Farewell my deareſt Shepherds, reſt in Peace ! - 
But oh ! your fervent Pray'rs put up with mine ! A 
Cho. Surely we will, when to our common Friend, T 
To Sylvio, we have paid the Debt we owe. Fe 
O Rulers of High Heav'n, now ſhew yourſelves ! 0 
Not in your Wrath eternal, but in Pity. n 
Fe 

SCENE IV. f 

8 

Co RISC A. N. 

Triumphant Bays ! now ſweetly wind around „ 
My conquering, glorious Locks! al 
For happily this Day T 
T've foughten in the Field of Love, and vanquiſh'd, T 
This Day both Earth and Heav'n, | Fr 
And Nature too and Art, T 
And Fortune too and Fate, T 
And Enemies and Friends, I. 
Have all combin'd to combat in my Cauſe; 7 
Nay, ev'n that Satyr, ſo perverſe, 0 
Who hates me mortally, hath ſtood my Friend; U 


As though himſelf had int'reſt in my Fortune. 
How better much twas Chance 
That brought Mirtillo to the Cave, 
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Than by my Plan, had Corydon been there 

To make more probable, and heavier too 

The Crime of Amamnllis : 

And tho' with her Mirtillo too is ſeiz d 

That matters .not—he ſoon muſt be releaſed, 

For 'tis the Adultereſs alone can ſuffer. 

O folema Victory! O ſplendid Triumph! 

High on ſome Column be my Trophies rais'd, 
Contrivances, Deceits of Love ! 

For in this Tongue, for in this Breaſt, your Pow'r, 
All powerful, much oer Nature doth prevail, 
But why Coriſca tarry ? 

No longer here with Safety, thou remain'lt, 

Get off z5a—<xall on thy Rival be enforc'd 

The Sentence of the Law ; for it may chance 
Thee ſhe may criminate in her own Defence. 
The Prieſt too may require before her Doom, 
From thy own Tongue to ſcrutinize the Truth. 
Then fly Coriſca—on the flighty Foot 

The Gatety of the lying Tongue depends. 

I'll hide me in thefe Woods, and there remain - 
Till it be Time to gratify my wiſh. 

0 fortunate Coraſca 4 

Was ever Scheme { fully bleſt as mine! 
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SCENE V. 


NICANDER.—AMARILLIS. 


Mic. Hard ſure muſt be his Heart, or rather ſay 
Heart can have none, nor Sentiment humane, 
Who, wretched Nymph, thy Caſe would not deplore! 
Whom thy Misfortune deeply would not move! 
The greater, as the more 'tis underſtood, 

The leſs it mects belief. For captive thus 

To view a Maid in Countenance ſo pure, 

Of Heav'nly Charms—worthy to whom the World 
For Beauty ſo divine, might conſecrate 

Victims and Temples, ſhould herſelf be led 

A Victim to the Temple; *tis a Thing 

Surely not to be ſeen but with moiſt Eyes, 

But farther when 'tis told, how thou art born, 
And to what Purpoſe born—good Tit'rus' Daughter, 
Deſign'd by Marriage for Montano's Daughter, 
And thro* Arcadia both of theſe beyond 

All others, the moſt honour'd, moſt renown'd 

- Shepherds or Fathers, which ſhould they be ſtil'd ? 
And that a Nymph like thee ſo great, ſo fam d, 

So beautiful, and from the nat'ral Term 

Of Life ſo far remov'd—thus to approach 
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So near the Term of Life !—who hears this told, 
And doth not weep, and doth not ſorely grieve 
Can be no Man, but Brute in human Form ! 

Am. Tf my Diſtreſs proceeded from my Guilt, 


Nicander, and it were as thou beliey'ſt, 
The effect of evil harbour'd Thoughts, 
As in Appearance tis of evil Deeds, 
Leſs grievous would it be, 

That for my heinous Sin 

By Death I ſhould atone ! 

For then would it be juſt, 

That with my Blood, the Stain 

Of my polluted Soul ſhould he effac'd— 
The Wrath of Heav'n appeas'd ; 


And not in vain the Sword of Juſtice bar'd, 


So might my troubled Mind 

Some ſweet Relief obtain; 

And by a juſt internal Sentiment, 

Of Death ſo merited, 

Subduing each inordinate Deſire, 
Familiar I might grow with Death, 

And by a Path, all gentle and tranquil, 
Paſs to a Life, perhaps yet more tranquil, 
But O Nicander ! at my tender Age— 

in my high Rank :— 


Too much too much it harrows up my Soul, 


So ſoon that I mult die, 
Alas! tho' innocent, fo ſoon muſt die 
L 2 
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Nic, Ah! would to Heav'n that rather againſt thee 
Illuſtrious Nymph, from Men the Offence had come, 
Than that thyſelf, gainſt Heav*n had fo offended ! * 
As much more eaſy had it been for us 


Thee for thy violated Name to ſoothe, 0 
Than Heav'n, for. violated Rights appeaſe. 2 


But wretched Nymph.! to whom can we impute 
This injury done thee, but unto thyſelf ? 
Say, in a ſecret Place waſt thou not caught 
With an Adult'rer ? Sole with ſolely him? 
And art not promis'd to Montano's Son ? 
And haſt thou not the Nuptial Faith betray'd ? 
How then can'ſt thou be guiltleſs : 
Am. I aſſert * 
In ſuch, ſo great a Crime againſt the Law 
I've not offended. —I am innocent. 
Nic. Nymph, *gainſt the Law of Nature it may be 
Offended thou haſt not love if thou lik'ſt,“ 
But ſure haſt thou offended, *gainſt that Law 
Of Heav'n and of Men— love if thou may'ft.” 
Am. Gainſt me, then, have offended Men and Heav'n 
Tf it be true, that from above derives 
Whatever doth befal us ! 
For than my Fate, fure nothing could ordain 
That other's Crimes ſhould fall upon my Head ! 
Nic. What ſay'ſt thou Nymph ? —reſtr ain, reſtrain, thy 
Tongue, 
By high Diſdain tranſported there 
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Where with Fatigue devouteſt Minds aſcend, 

Blame not high Heav'n, for to ourſelves alone 

The Fabricators are we of our Woes, 
Am. In Heav'n nought elſe do Larraign, 

Than my moſt impious, and moſt cruel Fate, 

But than my Fate, ſtill more 

The Woman who deceiv'd me, I arraign, 
Nic. Thyfelf then, ſelf deceived, doſt thou arraign ? 
Am. Yes, ſelf deceived, but by another's cheat. | 
Nic. They are not cheated, who approve the cheat, 
Am. Doſt thou to honor, then, ſo deem me loſt. 
Nic. That I'll not ſay ; but look into the Fact. 
Am. The Fact is no ſure Token of the Heart, 
Nic. The Fact we ſee ; the Heart we cannot ſee. 
Am. With the Mind's Eyes, the Heart is fully ſeen. 
Nic. But they, not guided by the Senſe, are blind. 
Am. If Reafon rule not, Senſe is but unjuſt. 
Nic. And Reaſon too, when doubtful, is the Fact. 
Am. Be't as it may, I know my Heart is juſt. 
Nic. Who but thyſelf ſeduced thee to the Cave? 
Am, My Weakneſs, and too great Credulity. 
Nic. Thy Honor didſt thou truſt then to thy Lover? 
Am. Not to a Lover, but a faithleſs Friend. 
Nic, What Friend? The wanton Secret of thy Heart? 


Am. To Ormin's Siſter, who hath thus betray'd me. 
Nic. Sweet to a Lover tis to be betray'd, 


Am. Mirtillo came to th' Cave without my e 
Nic, Why didſt thou enter then > With what Deſign! ? 
L 3 
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Am. Suffice it, that I entered not for him. 
Nic. If other Cauſe thou bring'ſt not, thou'rt convicted. 
Am. Of him enquire, touching my Innocence. 
Nic. Of him, who was the Occaſion of thy Crime ? 
Am. Her who betray'd me then, conſult her Faith. 
Nic. What Faith can ſhe deſerve who has no Faith ? 
Am. By the dread Name T'Il ſwear of chaſte Diana. 
Nic. Nymph, on the Fact too much art thou forſworn. 

I do not flatter thee, I ſpeak out plain, 

That not confound:d at thy greater Need, 

Hereafter thou may'ſt be; theſe are but Dreams 

'The troubled Current's Wave will never cleanſe; 

Nor Hearts depray'd ſpeak Truth; and where the Fat 

Accuſeth, the defending it offends.. 

Thy Chaſtity thou oughteſt to have kept 

Much dearer than the Light which chears thy Eyes.— 

Why talk thus idly ? Why deceive thyſelf ? 
Am. What then, alas ! Nicander muſt I die ? 

What, muſt I die ? 

Nor one to hear me find, or to defend ; 

What then by all abandon'd, of all Hope 

Depriv'd ?—my only Comfort, to be wept 

By an exrreme, a wretched, fatal Pity | 

That brings me no Aſſiſtance ! 
Nic. Nymph be calm; 

And in thy Crime ſo weak ſince thou haſt "I 

Shew at leaſt Wiſdom to ſupport the Woe 

Of thy ſo fatal Sentence. 
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To Heav'n thine Eyes addreſs, 
From Heav'n if thou deriv'ft j— 
For all that Mortals feel, 
Or proſp' rous, or adverſe, 
Doth from above derive, as from its Spring 
The River grows, or from its Root the Plant. 
And what may here ſeem ill, 
Where ev'ry Good with much of Ill is mix'd, 
Above is Good, where nought but good is found. 
Great Jove doth know, to whom all human Thoughts 
Are open—hcr dread Godhead knows, | 
Whoſe ſacred Shrine as Miniſter I guard, 
How much, how very much, for thee I feel ; 
And by my Words, if I have pierc'd thee fo, 
I've done, as doth the healing Artiſts* Hand, 
(Kindly ſevere) whoſe Launcet, or whoſe Probe 
Of ſome deep Wound, the hidden Paris pervades, 
Where moſt it is ſuſpected, and molt mortal. 
Ceaſe to be troubled then, ceaſe to repine, 
Nor combat longer, what with juſt Decree 
Heav'n in its awful Volume hath inſcrib'd, 
Am. O cruel Sentence | moſt unjuſt Decree ! 
Where'er inſcribd whether in Earth or Heav'n ! 
But not in Heav'n inſcrib'd, 
For there is ſurely known my Innocence, . 
But what avails it me, if I muff die? | 
"Tis this, Nicander, this is the dread Path, | | 
This is the bitter Cup! . | 
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Oh by thoſe Feelings which thou haſt expreſt, 
So ſoon, I pray thee, not fo foon conduct me 
Unto the Temple! wait awhile, ah wait! 


Nic, O Nymph, O Nymph | to thoſe whom Death alarms 


Fach Moment is a Death—or worſe than Death, 

Why thus thy Fate delay ? 

The Fear of Death alone is Deach's — Sting. 

And who are doom'd to die, 

Sooner they die, the ſooner freed from Death 
Am. Haply ſome Succour to my Aid may come 

My Father! my dear Father ! 

And thou, alas! can't thou abandon me? 

Thou Parent of an only Daughter, 

Thus wilt thou let me die, nor give thy Help? 

At leaſt deny me not thy laſt Embrace 

One Knife alone, two Breaſts at once ſhall ſtrike, 


Thy Daughter's Wound, thy Blood ſhall make to ſtream. 


Father! which was ſo ſweet, ſo dear a Name; 
A Name I us'd not to invoke in vain 
Thus of thy deareſt Child, 
The deſtin'd Nuptials doſt thou celebrate? 
At Morn a Bride—a Victim led at Night? 
Nic. Nymph, ah ſuppreſs thy Grief, 
For why in vain thyſelf and others hurt ? 
"Tis now high-Time I lead thee to the Temple, 
Nor will my Duty ſuffer more Delay. 
Am. Then deareit Groves adieu 
Adicu my deareſt Groves ! 14. . 


— 


„ 


Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Receive theſe farewell Sighs, 
Till by th' unjuſt and cruel Weapon freed, 
To your beloved Shades, 
Returns my frigid Shade! 
For guiltleſs 2s I am, 
To painful Hell I cannot go; 
Nor thus deſpairing, fad, 
Be claſs'd among the bleſt} 
O Mirtillo, Mirtillo ! 
How fatal was the Day I firſt beheld thee ! 
And that, alas! on which I heard thee firſt ! 
Since that my Life, 
Dearer by much than thy own Life to thee, 
Could on no other Score 
Be conſtru'd as thy Life 
Than as it prov'd th* Occaſion of my Death. 
Thus—O how paſſing ſtrange ! 
For thee, condem'd ſhe dies, 
Who was unkind to thee 
Only that ſhe might live with Innozence ! 
O much too ardent in thy zeal for me ! 
Too little ardent for thyſelf ! 
It had been better to have finn'd or fled, 
At all events I die; — both without Guilt, 
And without Fruit my Heart too without thee ! 
I die, alas! Mirtillo ! 
Nic. Sure ſhe's dying! | 
Poor Creature—haſte, and join with me to give 
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What Aid we can, O terrible Miſhap ! | | 
Her Courſe then in Mirtillo's Name ſhe clos'd, 

And Love and Grief which have brought on her Death 
Have uſeleſs made the Steel. 
O wretched Damſel !—yet ſhe ſeems to breathe ; 
Her Heart ſtill beats, and gives us Signs of Life, 
Well take her to the adjacent Fount, and there 
By its cold Wave, perhaps we may reſtore ] 
Her fleeting Spirits. But, alas! who knows 4 
Whether Compaſſion here may not be deem'd l 
A Work of Cruelty, to one whoſe Grief 

Foreſtalls a Death the Steel muſt elſe have caus'd ? ( 
Be't as it may, we'll aid, and that perform , 
Which the Diſtreſs before us, doth require, 


For of the future Heav'n alone doth know, \ 
„ 
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with SILVIO, : 

C. H. O Glorious youth! E 
Of great Alcides' genuine Race, q 
Who thus, betimes, ſubdu'ſt ſuch monſtrous Beaſts ! < 


C. S. O Glorious Youth! 
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Whoſe valiant Arm the ſavage Boar hath fell'd 
All vanquiſh'd and extinft—invincible 

That ſeem'd, and dread of Erimanthus ! 
Behold his horrid Head 

Dead tho? it be, yet ſeems to threaten Death! 
This is the noble Trophy, 

This of our Demi-God th' illuſtrious Feat. 
Record, ye Shepherds, O record his Name, 
And on our Plains be this great Day obſerv'd 


For ever feſtive, and for ever ſolemn, 
C. H. O Glorious Youth ! y 1 
Of great Alcides' genuine Race, | 
Who thus betimes ſubdu'ſ ſuch monſtrous Beaſts! 4 
C. S. O Glorious Youth ! 
Who. for the Public, ſett'ſt thy Life at nought. '4 
This is the true Aſcent | 
By which we climb to Virtue, 4 
Since Toils and Sweat the Gods have wiſely plac'd * 
Ere Mortals ſhall attain her Height ſublime ! 
Who Pleaſures would enjoy, 
Firſt brave and manly Efforts muſt employ z 
'Tis not from vile unprofitable Reſt 
Which baſely all Exertion doth deteſt ; 
But from Exertion, Virtue doth inſpire, 
That we with proper Dignity retire, 
C. H. O Glorious Youth ! 
Of great Alcides' genuine Race, 
Who thus betimes ſubdu'ſt ſuch monſtrous Beaſts! 
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C. S. O glorious Youth! 
By whom our Lands ſo rich, 
Of Culture, and their Cultors long depriv'd, 
Now to their fruitful Honors are reſtor'd ! 
Go Huſbandman, ſecurely now reſume 
The idle Plough—ſcatter the heavy Grain, 
And in due Seaſon hope your dear Reward : 
The ſavage Foot, the ſavage Tooth, no more 
Shall trample or devour it to thy Coſt. 
Nor for Subſiſtence ſhalt thou longer be 
Diſtreſt thyſelf, or on thy Friends a Load. 
C. H. O glorious Youth ! 
Of greit Alcides* genuine Race, 
Who thus betimes ſubdu'ſt ſuch monſtrous Beaſt s 
C. S. O glorious Youth |— 
See how the Heav'ns, preſageful of thy Fame, 
Do ſmile upon thy Fame !—and ſuch, perchance, 
Such was the famous Boar Alcides flew, 
And ſuch, perchance, the Glory thou hadft hac! 
But thy firſt Labor only as it prov'd 
Which erſt of thy great Anceſtor was third. 
But of wild Beaſts thy Valour growing yet 
And immature, their Fierceneſs ſets at nought. 
Sure Pledge What Monſters in thy riper Age, 
Muſt bleed beneath thy Stroke 
C. H. O glorious Youth ! 
Of great Alcides genuine Race, 


Who thus betimes ſubdu'ſt ſuch monſtrous Beaſts ! 
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C. H. O glorious Youth! 
How ſweet thy Piety and Valor blend! 
Cinthia behold, behold the Vow 
Of SylviÞ—thy devoted Swain, 
Admire the Head ſo proud; | 
Arm'd here and there, as if in thy Deſpight | 
With Tuſhes cury'd and white, x: N 
As vying with thy Horns, ſweet Queen of Night, 
Then pow'rful-Goddefs ! if by thee was ſped 
Our Silvio's Arrow—0 accept this Head, 
Thy Due ; fince *twas by thee the Monſter bled, a 
C. H. O glorious Vouth! | 
Of great Alcides* genuine Race, 
Who thus betimes ſubdu'ſt ſuch monſtrous Beaſls 1 


SCENE IX. 


CORYDON. 


Till now Pre been in great Suſpenſe, whetner 
delief to give to all the Satyr tells me 

About Coriſca 5; for I fear'd his Tale 
Maliciouſly was forg'd, and to my Colt 
t ſeeming quite belide the Truth to me, 

hat in the very Place we were to meet, 

It what Liſetta brought from her be true) 
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She ſhould to Day ſo ſuddenly be caught 

With the Adult'rer. Vet to ſpeak my Mind, 
Tis a ftrong Sign, and doth difturb me much 
That the Cave's Mouth ſhould juſt as he deſcrib'd 
Be with that maſſy Stone ſo cloſely ſhut. 

O Coriſca, Coriſca ! I've ſo much 

Thy Arts experienc'd, that I might conclude 
Tripping ſo oft, at length thou muſt be caught. 
So many Tricks, ſuch Perfidies of thine— 

So many Lies, were Indications ſure 

To thoſe not blind with Love, and ſound of Mind, 
That thou, one Day, muſt meet a dreadful Fall. 
I was in Luck to tarry—what a Wonder 

My Father kept me back !—how blind was I! 

For what ſeem'd then to me a cruel Check, 
Muſt, had I gone, as by Liſetta fix'd, 

Have prov'd to me ſome ugly Accident. . 

But what to do —Shall I, with Scorn inflam'd, 
To Inſults have Recourſe, and to Reyenge ?— 
No—for too much I love her; and beſides, 

Not to judge haſtily, the Caſe doth claim 
Rather my Pity than my Puniſhment. 

What wilt thou then ſhew Pity to a Cheat ? 
Herſelf hath ſhe deceiv'd by leaving him, 

Who with the pureſt Faith did always love her, 
For a vile Swain—a Vagabond and Stranger, 
One, who, To-Morrew, will exceed her much 
In her own treach'rous Arts, Why then ſhould 1 
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Revenge an Inſult, which itſelf revenges ? 
Which Anger ſo ſubdues, that fierce Diſdain 
It changes into Pity ? But ſhe ſcorns thee ; 
Say honours rather; and I ſhould rejoice 
Thus that a Wanton flights me, who her III 
Ever purſues ; and neither knows the Laws 
Of loving, or of being lov'd ; who takes 

The leaſt deſerving, and the worthieſt ſpurns, 
But tell me, Corydon, if thou'rt not moy'd 
By juſt Reſentment, to revenge her Scorn, 
How can it be, that Sorrow for thy Loſs, 
Thy Diſappointment, ſhould thee not affect? 
Her I've not loſt who never would be mine; | 
And have myſelf regain'd, who was another's, | 
Nor miſſing thus a Woman, vain like her, 

So ready, ſo alert to change her Mind, 

A Loſs ought to be deem'd : but grant it were, 
What is this mighty Loſs ? Charms without Worth; 
A Face without a Head; a Breaſt without 

A Heart ; a Heart without a Soul; a Soul | | 
Without all Faith—a Phantom vain, in ſhort, 

A Maſk—a Ghoſt—a Carcaſs vile of Love, 

To-morrow which will putrify and tink : | 
And this, forſooth, a Loſs -a Gain inſtead | 
Moſt fortunate, and worthy to be priz'd. 
Are there no Women then beſides Coriſca ? 
Will Corydon be puzzled where to find 
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Nymphs of more Honour and fuperivr- Charms? 
But ſhe, in haſte, a Lover will not find 

Faithful as Corydon— for her tov good. 

Now, if with her I did as I'm advis d 

By this rough Satyr, to accuſe her ſtrait 

Of her Faith pledg'd to me, full well T know, 
She, by the Law, muſt be condemn'd to die. 

But I've a Heart too great, that Woman's Whim 
And Fickleneſs ſhall eer difturb its Peace. 

Too honor'd, too ſucteſsful much would be 
Female Perfidiouſneſs, if a manly Heart, 

Robb'd of its Comfort—if a well-botn Soul, 
Troubled and tortur'd, ſhould ſo low deſtend, 
As now to ſetk Revenge on this Coriſta. 

Then let her live for me, or rather ſay, 

Let her net die for me, but live for others. 
Her Life, for me, will prove ſufficient Vengeance, 
To Ififamy let her live—live to her Clown; 

As ſuch I hate him not, but rather feel 
Pity for her, than Jealouſy of him, 
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SCE NE VII. 


SILVIO. 


O Goddeſs ! who art Goddeſs but of thoſe 

The Slothful, Blind, and Vain, 

Who with their Minds impure, 

And with Religion fooliſh and prophane, 
Temples and Altars conſecrate to thee ! 

But wherefore Temples call'd 2 Aſylum's rather 
For Deeds obſcene and vile, 

Which ſanction by their Title, fo renown'd, 
(Thy Deity) 

The impious Lewdneſs which is there diſplay'd! 
And ſordid Goddeſs I—thou, 

In order that thy Shame, in others Shame 

Leſs may be ſeen, giv'ſt to their Guilt the Reins, 
Thou Foe to Reaſon ; 

Contriver ſole of ev'ry furtive Deed ;— 
Corruptreſs of the Soul; 

Calamity of Men and of the World ; 

Daughter moſt worthy of the Sea! 

And from that treach*'rous Monſter aptly ſprung, 
Who with ſeductive Gales of Hope 

Doſt flatter firſt, and then 


M 


161 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— 
* — - 


162 Tar FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Raiſe in the Human Breaſt ſuch nt Storms 
Of Paſſions turbid, wild ; 

Of Wailings and of Sighs ; 

So that the World thy Title ſhould proclaim, 
Mother of Tempeſts and of Rage, 

And not of Love the Mother; 

Behold in what Diſtreſs 

Theſe two moſt wretched Lovers thou haſt plung'd ! 
Go thou, who mak'ſt thy Boaſts 

Of thy Omnipotence ;— 

Go, treach'rous Goddeſs, now, and inſtant ſave, 
Save, if thou canſt, the Life of that fair Nymph 
Whom thou, with thy empoiſon'd Sweets 

To ſhameful Death haſt led.— 

Happy for me, thrice happy was the Day, 
When my chaſte Soul I did devote to thee ! 
Cynthia, my only Goddeſs |! 

My Deity moſt holy, moſt rever'd ! 

Godhead, on Earth 

By nobleſt Souls, *bove others, rais d as much, 
As thy refulgent Lamp in Heay'n doth ſhine 
Brighter than all the Stars ! 

How much more laudable, and more ſecure 
The Labuurs and the Studies of thy Friends, 
Than are the Works of thoſe poor Wretches, Slaves 
Of Venus the unchaſte ! 

Wild Boars by thy true Servants are deſtroy'd ; 
But they, her Slaves, 
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By the wild Boars are ſhamefully deſtroy'd. 
0 Bow, my Proweſs, and my chief Delight! 
0 Arrows, my unfailing Strength ! 
Now riſe in Proof, now let him riſe, 

hat Phantom vain call'd Love, 

ich his effeminate Arms, riſe to contend 

ith you who ſtrike, and ſtriking pierce ſo deep. 
But what ?—T honour thee too much, 

ile, feeble, little Boy ! 

Ind loudly that the Sound thy Ears mY reach, 

oudly my Voice I raiſe! 
The Rod thee to chaſtiſe 

le will ſuffice ; | [ ſuffice, 
ut who art thou that anſwer®ſt ? 
cho, or rather Love, that thus can feign 
f Echo's Voice the Sound ? [Sound. 
ractly as I with'd—but tell me truly 
rt thou the ſame ? [the ſame. 
he Son of her who for Adonis ſigh'd 
lliho* a Goddeſs ? [a Goddeſs, 
Vell, as thou lik'ſt; —of that ſame Goddels then 
ne Concubine of Mars, who by her Luft 
cken'd the Stars, and made the Elements 
\turb'd, diſorder'd lie ? [Lie! 
low. trifling thus to prattle to the Wind, 
, to come out and ſhew myſelf, I dare [TI dare. 
take thee for a Coward ; but of her | 
ful art thou begotten, or baſe born? [ born, 
M 2 


164 Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 


Good ;—but not born the Son of the lame God ? [God. 
But God of what ? of a libidinous World ? [World. 
A World forſooth ! what me doſt thou contemn 
Champion ſo formidable, and ſo true? true. 
And what dire Puniſhment doſt thou inflict 
On contumacious Souls, who flight thy Pow'r 
And ſpurn thee, Love? [Love. 
What then with me, who ſcorn thee, wilt thou do? 
The Diamond thou would'ſt pierce, ere pierce my Heart, 

[pierce thy Heart. 
My Heart ?—thou'rt mad; but ſtubborn as it is, 
IT think there's little Danger for to day [to-day, 
What is one caught ſo ſoon ? [fo ſoon. 
And who's the Nymph whoſe Charms ſhall have the pow'r 
That her this very Day I ſhall adore ? dore. 
Speak out Dorinda, Child, I do ſuppoſe 
By your cropt Language you deſign the Perſon ? 

[the Perſon, 

She whom I hate more than the Lamb the Wolf— 
And ſhall Dorinda, ſpite of me, ſucceed? {fucceed, 
And how ? and with what Arms? and with what Bow? 
Perhaps with thine ? [with thine, 
But how with mine ? thou meaneſt then perhaps, 
By thy miſchievous Tricks when ſpoil'd or broken ? 


[broken, 
What! and my broken Arms make War upon me ? 
And thou wilt break them—thou thou. 


O this ſufficiently convinceth me 


t. 


y ? 
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That thou art drunk. — Go, ſleep it off; but ſay, 

Where ſhall theſe Wonders be pertorm'd ? what here? 
[here, 

O Simpleton ! jult as I go away; 

See, Prophet, ſee how well, when full of Wine, 

Thou doſt divine ! [divine ! 

But I diſcover, or I ſeem to ſee, 

In yonder Buſh, ſomething of Ruſſet Hue 

At reſt, and hath the Appearance of a Wolf. 

I can't miſtake—'tis certainly a Wolf, 

O what a Size it is! O proſp'rous Day 

Of Sport to me! O thou moſt courteous Goddeſs ! 

How bounteous to me! in one Day alone ; 

To kill two Beaſts !—But why delay, my Cynthia? 

Here, in thy Name, this Arrow I ſele&, 

The ſwifteſt of my Quiver, and moſt keen, 

And truſt it to thy Guidance ! Archereſs 

Eternal ! ſnatch it from the Hands of Chance, 

And at the Beaſt, with the unerring Skill, 

Direct it of thy Godhead—'tis to that 

The Spoil I conſecrate; as in thy Name 

Thus flies the Shaft—how beautiful a Stroke 

Stroke that hath lighted on the very Point 

The Eye and Hand deſign'd it Oh that here 

I had my Lance, to finiſh him at once, 

Before he fly, and gain the Wood again ! 

But here, not having other Arms at Hand, 

With thoſe I'll ſtrike him, which the Earth doth yield, 
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Stones in this Covert are ſo very rare, 

That for my Purpoſe ſcarcely one I find, 

But why ſuch Arms, if I'm already arm'd ? 

Yes, to the Quick this other Shaft ſhall pierce him. 
What do I ſee alas, unhappy Silvio! 

Alas ! what haſt thou done ! what haſt thou done! 
A Shepherd haſt thou wounded in the Spoils 

Dreſt of a Wolf—O ſhocking Accident! 

O dire Miſhap ! to wound me all my Days !— 
And ſure ſome Knowledge have I of the Wretch ! 
And Linco tis that guides him and ſupports him 
O fatal Shaft! O moſt unhappy Vow ! 

And thou who gav'ſt it Aim; 

And thou who heard'ſt its Pray'r ; 

Unhappier ſtill, more fatal Deity ! 

And I to ſhed another's Blood ! and I 

To cauſe another's Death! I who, before, 

For others Lives, was proud to riſk my own ! 

Go quu thy Arms thou Hunter molt prophane ! 
Archer prophane ! bid Glory now farewell! 

But hither comes the Wretch ; 

Alas ! how much Jeſs wretched than thyſclf, 
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„„an. 


LINCO, SILVIO, DORIN DA. 


Lin. Lean, lean, my Child, 
Let thy whole Weight be reſted on theſe Arms; 
Wietched Dorinda! 
Sil. Ah me, Dorinda! 
I die. 
Dor. O Linco—O my ſecond Father! 
Sil. Tis ſurely her! alas, the Voice! the Sight ! 
Dor. Linco, by Fate Dorinda to ſupport 
Seems deſtin'd to thee; 
For my firſt natal Cries didſt thou receive, 
And my laſt mortal ones art like to have, 
And theſe thy Arms, a friendly cradle then, 
Are likely now to ſerve me as a Bier! | 
Lin. O Daughter, dearer in my Boſom held 
Than if thou wert my Daughter !==Grief forbids 
That I ſhould ſpeak, and melts my Words in Tears, 
Sil. Why Earth doſt thou not open and ingulph me? 
Dor. Ah go not on, moſt tender-hearted Linco ! 
Ah weep no more ! for ſtill as thou doit weep, 
My Griet's increas'd z and as we move, my Pain! 
M 4 
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Sil. Alas, poor Nymph ! how ill thy Love's repaid ! 

Liz, Courage, my Child! thy Wound will not prove 

mortal. 

Dor. But yet thy mortal Child will ſoon be dead: 
Would that I knew who thus hath wounded me ! 

Lin. The Wound let's mind, and not the Injury, 
For never yet Revenge did heal a Wound. 

Sil. But what ar't doing here? why tarry here? 
Can'ſt thou endure her ſeeing thee ? -Can thy Heart, 
Thy Forehead ſtand it? Silvio, fly, then, fly 
The Doom, her vengeful Eye fo fiercely looks, 

And the juſt Weapon of her angry Voice. 
Alas, I cannot fly; but how withheld 

I know not; and ſtill ftranger how impell'd 
To ſeek the Arms, which rather I ſhould ſhun, 

Dor. Mult I then die, nor know who caus'd my Death, 

Lin. "Twas Silvio caus'd thy Death :— 

Dor. Silvio, alas! 

How doft thou know it ? 
»Tis his Shaft I know. 

Dor. How ſweet with Life to part, | 
Since Silvio ſhot the Dart ! | 

Lin. But view him there in Act, 

And look, that ſtrongly ſeems himſelf to accuſe. 
Now, Silvio, Heav'n be prais'd ! that thou haſt rang'd, 
So thro* theſe Woods, with that thy vaunted Bow, 
And theſe thy Shafts omnipotent and ſure, 

Thus to have ſtruck a Maſter-ſtroke—now ſay, 
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Thou, wha as Silvio, not as Linco liv'ſt, 

This Stroke, ſo beautiful, which thou haſt ſtruck, 
Is it perchance of Linco, or of Silvio ? 

O Youth ! ſupremely wiſe, 
Had'it thou but liften'd to this weak old Man ! 
Anſwer me, Wretch ! 

What kind of Life thou'lt live, if ſhe ſhould die? 
I know thou wilt reply, | 

Thou err'd'ſt, and *twas a Wolf thou thought'ſt to kill; 
As if it were no Crime thy Bow to bend 

Juſt like a Vagrant, an unthinking Boy, 

Heedleſs if *twere a Man to ſtrike, or Beaſt. 

When haſt thou ſeen, in other Garb array'd 

Than ſuch like Skins, the Goatherd, or dull Hind ? 
Oh Silvio, Silvio! 

Who gathers Wiſdom green, 

The Fruit of Folly ever ſhall have ripe ; 

Think'ſt thou, vain Boy! 

A Chance like this, by Chance, hath thus befallen thee ? 
How ill thou judgeſt ; Accidents like theſe, 

So monſtrous and fo new, 

To Men, but thro' the Gods, do never happen. 
Doſt thou not ſee that Heav'n thy Pride reſents ? - 
Reſents thy inſupportable Contempt, 

Of Love, the World, and ev'ry human Paſſion 7 
With Scorn, the ſovereign Gods on Earth behold 
Mortals, who would preſume to be their Equals ; 
Nor are they pleas'd in Vixtue's ſelf, to ſee 
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Such rigid Pride. But what! ſo mute become, 
Thou who ſo late, waſt reſtleſs of controul ? 

Dor. Silvio, let Linco talk, 
For little doth he know, by Right of Love 
O'er poor Dorinda how immenſe thy pow'r 
Of Life and Death ! | 
If thou haſt pierc'd me, thou haſt pierc'd thy own; 
Haſt hit that very Mark, 
Which was the fitteſt that thy Dart ſhould hit. 
Thy Hands in wounding me 
Have caught th' Example of thy lovely Eyes. 
Sce, Silvio, ſee the Maid thou ſo doſt ſcorn ! 
Behold her in that State, 
Exactly in that State thy Wiſh would have her: 
Thou ſought'ſt to wound her—wounded here ſhe is; 
Thou ſought'ſt her as thy Prey—and ſhe's thy Prey; 
Thou ſought'ſt her Death—and here behold her dying ;— 
What more canſt thou ſeek of her? Ah, what more 
Can poor Dorinda give thee?— Cruel Boy 
Ah Heart without all feeling the deep Wound 
Which Love for thee did make, thou diſbeliev'dſt; 
This now thy Hand hath giv'n, can'ſt thou deny? 
The Blood my Eyes did ſhed, thou diſbeliev'dſt; — 
Wilt thou believe what now ſtreams from my Side ? 
But with thy Feeling loſt, if yet not loft 
Thy Courteſy—thy Worth—thine innate Gifts 
Deny me not, I pray thee (cruel Soul, 
»Tis true, but beautcous too) deny me not 
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With my laſt Breath, when comes my lateſt Sigh, 
One Sigh alas! from thee, —O happy Death, 
Would'ſ thou but fouthe it from thy lovely Mouth 
With theſe ſweet Accents, only this Adieu, 
My Soul may Peace attend thee ! 

Sil. Dorinda ! ſhall I call thee mine, alas ! 
If only mine, the Moment I muſt Joſe thee ? 
If only when I cauſe thy Death ? and when 
I might have giv'n thee Life, thou wer't not mine: 
Still muſt I call thee mine, and in deſpight 
Of my hard Fate, ſweet Maid ! thou ſhalt be mine; 
And with thy Life, if mine thou may'ſt not be, 
With my own Death, I'Il fix thee then for mine. 
All that to me belongs, whate'er thou ſceſt, 
Is ready to revenge thee ; 
I've ſlain thee with theſe Arms, 
And with theſe Arms, by thee will I be ſlain ; 
T've been moſt cruel to thee, and I aſk 
Nothing from thee but Cruelty itſelf, 
With Arrogance I ſpurn'd thee 3 
And lo, moſt humbly now upon my Knees 
Submiſſive, I adore thee ! 
Thy Pardon but imploring, not my Life ; 
Take, take, my Bow, my Arrows, 
But my Eyes ſtrike not, ſtrike not at my Hands, 
Th' offending Miniſters of guiltleſs Will, 
Strike rather at my Breaſt—that Monſter ſtrike 
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Of Kindueſs and of Love the horrid Foe : 
Strike at my Heart, that cruel was to thee, 
There, there's my naked Boſom ! 

Dor. I ſtrike that Boſom, Silvio? 
Why then expoſe it thus before my Eyes, 
If truly thou didſt wiſh that I ſhould ſtrike it? 
Oh thou moſt beauteous Rock ! 
Long by the Storms, and by the troubled Sea 
Of my inceſſant Sighs, and of my Tears, 
So often beat in vain. 
And is it true thou'rt animate ? 
That Pity thou can'ſ fee] ?—or do I dream? 
But whether a ſoft Breaft thou beeſt, or Marble, 
I will not now, I will not be deceiv'd 
By the fair Semblance of white —_— 
As of a Beaſt the Semblance, 
To Day, thy Maſter hath deceiv'd, and mine; 
I ſtrike thee ?—No, but Love, I pray, may ſtrike thee ! 
For higher Vengeance never can I wiſh, 
Than thee to ſee a Lover! 
Bleſt be the Day, on which I firſt was ſtruck! 
Bleſt all my Tears, aud all my Suff'rings blett ! 
"Tis Praiſe from thee, not Vengeance that I ſeek. 
But courteous Silyio—thou, ; 
Who thus to her doſt bow, 
O' er whom thou ruleſt with a ſovereign Sway, 
No longer in this humble Poſture ſtay ; 
A Servant's Poſture ; but if thou incline, 
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As ſuch, thou wilt be mine, 

At my command, then riſe 

By this firſt Pledge, thy Faith Dorinda tries, 

And, next, ſhe ſtrictly doth enjoin 

That thou do live, and not repine; 

Of me, whatever Heav'n may have decreed, 

My Heart can never from thy Chain be freedy 

Nor if thou live can I, 

Be ever faid to die ! 

And if unjuſt to thee it ſeem, my wound, 

To want its'Reparation due, be found; 

Be puniſh'd, that which gave the Blow, 

Be puniſh'd, thy deſtructive Bow ! 

On thy Bow homicide, the Sentence fall ; 

So by its broken Doom, it ſhall atone for all. 
Lin. O Sentence ſtrictly juſt, and gen'rous too. 
Sil. And ſo ſhall it be done. 

Thou, therefore, fatal Weod, ſhall inſtant pay 

The Forfeit; and no more that thou may'ſt break 

The Thread of Life, thus I unſtring, and break thee, 

Thus in thy priſtine State, thee to the Wood 

An uſeleſs Lop I toſs; and ye, its Shafts, 

Which my dear Nymph's fair Side have open'd thus, 

Brothers in Nature. and perhaps in Guilt, 

Whole ſhall ye. not remain Arrows no more 

No more the Name of Darts ſhall ye retain, 

But Rods in vain be-plum'd and arm'd in vain 

Dull pointleſs Iron, Wings of Flight depriv'd, 
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This well didſt thou foretell me in theſe Shades 
Love, Prophet turn'd, in Echo's mimic Sound, 
O Deity, whom Men and Gods obey, 

So late the Foe, but now the ſov'reign Lord 
Of all my Thoughts !—if thus to have ſubdu'd 
A Heart, the moſt untractable and proud, 
Thou count among thy Trophies ;—now defend, 
Defend me, I implore, from the dire Shaft 

Of Death, which at one Stroke Dorinda kills, 
And with Dorinda, Silyio, now thy Captive. 
Thus cruel Death, if ſhe ſhould chance to die, 
Over triumphant Love himſelf, will triumph. 

Liz. Thus are ye ſmitten both—O Wounds 
Both fortunate and priz'd ! 

But to what Purpoſe art thou ſtruck with Love, 
If ſoon Dorinda's Wound we do not heal ? 
Then let us inſtant go, and try her Cure. 

Dor. Ah my dear Linco ! take me not, I pray, 
In this rude Garb, unto my Father's Houſc. 

Sil. And ſhalt thou then to any other Houſe 
Dorinda, than thy Silvio's be conveyed ? 
Moſt certainly, beneath my Roof this Day 
Or dead, or living, thou ſhalt be my Spoule, 
And thine ſhall Silvio be alive, or dead. 

Lin. How opportune ! when Amarillis now 
Her Nuptials, Life, and Honor too hath loſt. 
O happy Pair! and you, ye ſov'reign Gods, 
Now by preſerving one, give Life to both! 
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Dor. Silvio, I faint with Weakneſs, and my Side 
Doth hurt me ſo, that I can ſcarcelv move. 

Sil. Be not caſt down, for that we will relieve, 
For thou a precious Load ſhalt be to us, 
And we to thee Support, —Linco, thy Hand. 

Linco. Moſt readily. 

Sil. Faſt hold, and with thy Arm 
And mine, for her a Seat we'll quickly make, 
Dorinda, thou fit here, 
And on that Side, round Linco's Neck, thy right, 
Whilſt thy left Arm, on this, encircles mine; 
We'll place thee fo at Eaſe, that thy poor Side 
Shall not be chaf'd. 

Dor. Ah cruel Dart which pierc'd me! 

Sil. My Life! take Time to place thyſelf at Eaſe, 

Dor. I now methinks ſit eaſy, 

Sil. Mind thy Steps— 
Tread ſure, good Linco, 

Lin. Steady too thy Arm 
Thou keep, and firm and ſtrait proceed our Way 
For it imports thee—need I ſay, this Triumph, 
Equals, at leaſt, the Head of thy fam'd Boar ? 

Sil. Tell me, my dear Dorinda | doth the Dart 
Stil! pain the much ? 

Dor. Pain it doth cauſe my Heart ! 
But in thy Arms, I'm happy to be pain'd, 
Ev'n Death were ſweet! 
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CHORWU &:; 


O beauteous Golden Age, 

When in its Infant Stage, 

Milk to the World was Food, 

Its Cradle was the Wood ; 

When Flocks, untouch'd, enjoy'd their Offspring dear, 
Nor yet the Sword, nor Poiſon Men did fear. 

No turbid Thoughts and foul 

Then with their Gloom did ſcowl, 

And blot the Face of Heavn's all chearing Beam; 
Now Reaſon's Wintry Scheme, 

Mid Clouds of Senſe, hath robb'd us of the Skies; 
Hence reſtleſs Man to other Countries flies, 

And on the Pine, the awful Deep defies ! 

That pompous Sound and vain, 

That Phantom of the Brain; 

"With Flatt'ry ſtuff'd, with Titles, and with Fraud, 
Which the mad Vulgar ſo appland ; | 
And falſely Honor call ; 

Then was not known at all. 

But for Delights unfeign'd, 

Toil nobly they ſuſtain'd ; 

Good Faith oer ev*ry Plain, thro' ev'ry Wood, 
Good Faith, alone, for Law was underſtood, 
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Such of propitious Honor was the Care, 

Of Souls fo qualify'd its Gifts to ſhare; 
Whoſe innate Probity this Rule enjoin'd, 

« To none but virtuous Pleaſure be inclin'd.” 
Then mid the Meads and Brooks, 

Kind Jokes, and kinder Looks, 

The Torches lighted up of lawful Bliſs ; 
Then did the Nymphs and Swains impart 

In artleſs Words the Heart, 

And Hymen ſtamp'd the Joy, and ſeal'd the KiGy, 
Which tilt. the more ſecure, the ſweeter tis 
To one alone, in all their Bloom array'd, 

Of Love, the living Roſes were difplay'd ; 
The furtiye Lover found them always clos'd, 
Himſelf to ſour, and ſtern Rebuffs expos'd, 
Whether in Cave, on Lake, or in the Grove, 
And Wedlock was as certain as to love. 

Thou guilty Age! that with thy Joys impure, 
Doſt thus the Soul's bright Faculties obſcure; 
That teacheſt to indulge Deſires ſo foul, 

Vet with fair Shew the Features to controul; 
And as the guileful Net extends, 
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Thou for thy baſe, laſcivious Ends 
The ſolemn Maſk aſſum'ſt, and canting Tone: 
To feign with thee is Virtue's Part, 
Who look'ſt on all in Life as Art, 
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Nor car'ſt thou—nay thou doſt applaud 

Love's Theft, if well conceal'd the Fraud. 

But thou, O King of Kings! 

Do thou our Breaſts inſpire 

With genuine Honor, ſuch as ſprings 

In Souls ſublime, and gives them Fire! 

Oh to theſe Seats return, | 

Which without thee, true Bliſs cannot diſcern ; 
Rouſe by thy pow'rful Stimulus the Heart 
Which ſunk in deadly Vice, and fatal Reſt, 

Can for baſe Views from Virtue's Paths depart, 
Nor be with Love of ancient Fame impreſt. 
Let's hope a Truce will to our Woes be found, 
Soon as we build our Hope on Honor's' Ground. 
Let's hope, again our ſetting Sun will riſe, 

For oft, when Gloom the Face of Heav'n denys, 
Burſts throꝰ its Cloud the Sun, and glads the Skies. 
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URANIO—_-CARINO, | 

Ura. All Lands which yield Life's Comforts ſhould de 


15 priz'd, 

And the wiſe Man calls ev'ry Land his alin 

Car. Tis true, Uranio, and full well by Proof 
Can I confirmiit;z for when yet a Boy, 
My Father's Houſe [ left, with other Views oy 
Than tending Flocks intent, or of the Plough, *©' 
Now roving here, now there ; at length the Soil 
Grey-hair r'd I ſeek, which flaxen I had left. 
Yet, a ſweet Thing is ſure one's native Home, 
To ev'ry one not loſt to ev'ry Senſe. 
For Nature, at our Birth, in all implants 
For the dear Land where firſt our Breath we drew « 
Something, I know not what, of ſecret Love, 
That ever lives, nor is impair'd by Time. 
And as the Magnet, which to diſtant Realms 

Na 


140 Tas FAITHFUL SHEPHERD, 


The ſkilful Pilot, wand'ring, guides along 

Now to the Orient Sun, now where he ſets ; 

Never that ſecret Virtue will renounce, 

Which prompts it ſtill to gaze its Polar Star; 

Thus he who from his Soil doth travel far, 

Tho' much he rove, and ev'n in foreign Lands, 

May ſeem with Comfort his-Abode to make, 

Still ſhall that innate Love he bears his Country 

Attach his Heart, and make him ſigb for Home. 

O to my Soul than ev'ry other Land 

Arcadia! ſweeter, fairer, dearer far! 

Where now my Feet, where now my Mind doth ſp] 

Sure gentle Parent 1 tho? with hood-wink' d Eyes 

My Steps upon thy Confines had been led, 

Sure had I known thee well; ſo ſoon hathſhot 

Throꝰ ev'ry Vein, that certain friendly Glow, 

That tender latent Feel, that pure Delight, 

With which the Blood thro" ev'ry Veſſel beats, 

Thou, my Uranio, then, as of the Way 

My Partner, thou haſt been, and the Fatigue, 

*Tis ſurely juſt, that what of Joy to me 

May hence ariſe, thou likewiſe ſhould*ſt partake, 
Urg. Of the Fatigue Pve ſhar'd, but of the Joy 

I can't partake, for thou the Land haſt reach'd, 

Thy native Land, where now thy weary Limbs, 

And thy more weary Thoughts may find Repoſe : 

But I who come a Stranger, and fo far 
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From my poor Hut, and from my Family, 

Still pooter, and depreſs d, am now remov'd ; 
Trailing this Length my languid Side with thee; 

I may exhauſted Limbs, indeed, recruit, 

But not exhauſted Peace of Mind; my Thoughts 
On what I've left behind, are ſtill employ'd, 

And on my long Rejurn ere Peace to me return. 
Nor was there ought but Love for thee, dear Friend, 
From Elis could have drawn me, at my Age, 
Unknowing as I am what wond'rous Cauſe 

Could prompt thee ſo remote from; Home to lead me. 
Thou knoweſt that my ever dear Mirtillo— 

My Son, by Heav'n's great Favor, hither came 
Infrm, to be reſtor d, ſome two Months fince 

Or more; as well, perhaps, by my Advice, 

As in Obedience to the Oracle, | 

Which ſaid Arcadia's Sky alone could cure him. 

I, who the Abſence of ſo dear a Pledge, 

And at ſo gteat a Diſtance, could not bear, 

To the ſame fatal Voice repair, to learn 

When I might hope his ſo much-wiſh' d Return, 
Which anſwer'd me exactly in theſe Words: 

% Back to thy ancient Soil return, for there 
Thou, with thy dear Mirtillo, ſnhalt be bleſt; 

For Hea vn there deftines him to mighty Things 3 
But out of Arcady be this conccal'd.“ 4 
Thou my Uranio, then, my Friend moſt try d. 
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My dear Companion, who in all my Fortunes, 
Or proſp*rous, or adverſe, neer quit" my Side, 
Here reſt thy Limbs ; for ſoon wilt thou have Cauſe 
To reſt thy troubled Mind hate er my Lot, 
Tf it but prove as Heay'n hath pointed out, 
Thou equally ſhalt ſhare it; for in vain 
Carino would attempt to taſte a Joy, 
If his Uranio griev'd. 
Ura. Whate'er my Pains, 
Whate'er my Toil for thee, if thou be pleas'd, 
Carino finds in that, its beſt Reward. 
But ſay, what Cauſe could prompt thee to forſake 
Thy native Land, which ſeems to thee ſo dear? 
Car. Smit with the Love of Song, in early Youth, 
And of Renown, where loudeſt it was heard, 
Panzing for foreign Fame, I could not bear 


7 at Arcady, my native Soil, alone 


Should ear, alone ſhould celebrate my Fame, 
As for my growing Muſe too ſcant a Bound 
To Elis and to Piſa trait I went; 

Fam'd Cities, and where higheſt Fame is gain'd, 


And there with Laurel crown'd, I firſt beheld 


The peerleſs Egon; tben, in Purple rob'd, 

But ever deck'd in Virtue's lovelieſt Garb. 

That Phæbus ſelf he ſeem'd ; and ſoon my Lyre 
And ſoon my Heart were hallow'd to his Name, 
And in this Spot, true Glory's Reſidence, 


- 
* 


Tus FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 183 


Much ought I to have thought my Hope complete, 
The Object gain'd to which my Heart afpir'd ; 
If Heav'n whoſe Favors I fo largely ſhard 
Had equally conferr'd the Senſe to feel, 
And Wiſdom to preſerve the Bliſs I felt. 
How, after this, Mycene to behold, 
And Argos, Elis I forſook and Piſa ; 
And there an Earthly Deity ador'd ; 
With what beſide in Slav'ry I endur'd, 
To thee, twould be a tedious Tale to hear, 
To me, a melancholy one to tell. 
All I ſhall ſay, my Time I loſt and Labor, 
I wrote, I wept, I ſung, I burnt, I froze, 
I run, I Rood, I bore—now fad, now joyful ; 
Now high, now low; now trampled on; now dear; 
And as the iron Inſtrument of Delphos, 
Now us'd for higheſt Purpoſes, now vile, 
Riſk I fear'd none, and ſcorn'd Fatigue to ſhun ; 
Did ev'ry Thing, was nothing—'twas in vain 
My Place, State, Life, Thoughts, Manners, Hair, I 
chang'd, 
Never my Fortune chang'd; then I diſcern'd 
What T had loſt, and wept my former Freedom, 
Now, after many Suff*rings, leaving Argos 
And ali this Pomp, with Miſery replete, 
To Piſa's quiet Dwellings I return'd, 
Where, by the gracious Providence of Heav'n, 
N 4 
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My dear Mirtillo to my Wiſh was giv'n me, 
For my paſt Woes a Solace and Relief, 


Ura. Happy a thouſ nd, and a thouſand Times 
The Man, who fo his Paſſions can controul, 


As not to loſe, in queſt of tow'ring Dreams, 
The calm Enjoyment of a ſolid Good! 

Car. But who could fear, mid Grandeur to decline, 
Or amid Gold that he ſhould feel Diſtreſs ? 
I bad conceiv'd, that in the Royal Domes 
Men would, at leaſt, be ſo much more humane, 
As of that Plenty they the more poſleſs'd, 
Which from Humanity derives ſuch Splendor, 
Put juſt the contrary I found, Uranio; 
J found them Men in Name, of courteous Speech, 
But rare in Deeds; of Charity the Foes ; 
Men placid and benevolent in Look, 
But turbulent and fierce as the deep Sea, 
You'd think them gen'rous, ſearch but in their Minds; 
Moſt envious—PFaces fair, with foulet Hearts; 
And when molt fair, moſt wanting then of Faith, 
What's elſewhere Honeſty, is their Defect. 
Plain Speaking, and Plain Dealing, Love unfeigu'd, 
Sincere Compaſſion, Honor without Stain, 
In Thought and Deed an Innocence of Life; 
They hold theſe only fit for grov'ling Souls, 
Mere Folly, and Abſurdities to laugh at. 
To lie, deceive, defraud, or take by Stealth; 
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Rapine, in ſacred Fiiendſhip's Garb diſguis'd ; 
To thrive on others Loſs, on others Ruin, 
And Honor to aſſume on others Blame. 
Such are the Virtues of this faithleſs Race; 
No Merit Worth no Reverence at all 
Of Age, or of Degree, or of the Laws; 
No Check of Modeſty; no, nor Reſpect 
Of Love, or Kindred ; not the leaſt Regard 
For Good receiv'd ; in ſhort name what thou can'ſt 
So ven'rable, ſo holy, or ſo juſt, 
That to this vaſt, enormous Luſt of Honors, 
This Hunger molt inſatiable of Wealth. 
May be oppos'd ? It gorgeth all it meets, 
Now, I, unguarded ; in their Wiles unſkill'd 
Who ever liv'd—who bore my Mind diſplay'd 
Upon my Forehead, and my Heart unveil'd ;_ 
Thou may'ſt conceive how fair a Mark I was 
For the fly Arrows of this envious Race. 
Ura. Who now may boaſt of Happineſs on Earth, 
It Envy thus moleſts the virtuous Breaſt ? 
Car. My Friend, if from the Day my Muſe with 
me 
To Argos paſt, from Elis happy Land, 
That Leiſure I had had my Lyre to tune, 
As Caule I had for ever to lament, 
In lofty Verſe, perhaps, I ſo had ſung. 
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My Sov'reign's Valor, and triumphant Arms, 
That not Pelides, envious, might he view, 

Tho' the Meonian Trump his Fame did found, 
And my Country, Parent of hapleſs Swans, 
Thro' me a ſecond Time had worn the Bays; 
But in theſe Days—O moſt inhuman Age 

The Poet's Art is treated with Contempt. 

A. happy Neſt, ſweet Food, and Air benign 

The Swans require; but anxious, gnawing Cares 
Preclude Parnaſs. And he, who ſtill arraigns 

His hapleſs Fate, his diſappointed Views, 

Gets hoarſe, and loſes both his Theme and Song. 
But now tis Time that we ſhould ſeek Mirtillo. 
Altho* ſo ſtrange, ſo chang'd from what they were 
I find theſe Regions, that in them I ſcarce 

My dear Arcadia can again retrace. 

However, chearfully come on, Uranio ; 

The Stranger, who hath Tongue, no Guide requires; 
But twould be right, perhaps, at the next Cot, 
Since thou'rt fatigu'd, that we ſhould ſtop and reſt, 
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SCENE IX. 
TITIRUS—MESSENGER. 


Tit, Which, my dear Child, firſt ſhall I weep for 
thee ?— 
Thy Life, or thy dear Fame ? 
Thy Fame I'll weep 
Since of a mortal Father thou art horn 
But of a Father with unſully'd Fame, 
My Life, I'll weep, reſerv'd to ſee the Day 
Which cruelly at once, 
Thy Life and Fame deftroys. 
O Montano, Montano ! 
Thou, thou alone with thy ſophiſtical, 
And ill conceived Oracles, 
And thy proud Boy, whoſe Arrogance unheard, 
Diſdainful treats both Love and my dear Daughter, 
Haſt brought her to this End! 
To day hath clear decided how much leſs 
Unſure, than thy fam'd Oracles, are mines 
For Chaſtity to Love oppos'd, 
In youthful Hearts, is greatly overmatch'd ; 
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And ſure a Maid, deny'd her fav'rite Mate, 
Well may we deem as in a dang'rous State. 
Me: Sure if not dead, or thro' the Air the Winds 
Have not convey'd him, I mnſt find him out; 
But here, if I miſtake not, here he comes, 
When leaſt expected; 
O late by me, for thee too early found, | 
Old hapleſs Parent —for I bring thee News. 
+ Tit. What's the Report upon thy Tongue ?—the 
Knife s 
That flays my Daughter ? 
Mef. No it is not that, | 
But little leſs—And how, by other Means, 
So ſoon the fatal Tidings has chou learnt ! 
Tit. Still js the living then ? 
Meſ. She lives, and more, | 
Her Life and Death, are now at her Command, 
Tit. Bleſſings upon thee, for from Death itſelf 
Thou giv'ſt me Life——How then is ſhe not ſafe ? 
Meſ. Becauſe ſhe will not lire; 
Tit. She will not live ? | 
What Madneſs drives her thus to ſpurn at Life? 
Meſ. Another's Death z and from this {trav ge Reſolve 
If thou diſſuade: hex not, ſo firm is fix d 
Her Mind, all other Pray'rs and Tears are vain, 
Tit. Why then delay a Moment ?—let us £0, 
Meſ. But hold, for fill the Temple —π are fy, 


Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD, rg 


Doſt thou not know, beſide the Prieft alone, « 

No other Foot may touch the ſacred Threſhold, 

Until the Victim deſtin'd for the Altar 

Forth from the Sanctuary, array d, is Jed? 

Tit. And if, mean while, of this her horrid arenas | 

Proudly herſelf perform the Execution 2 
Meſ. She cannot; as the ſtill is cloſely wateh'd. 

Tit, Do then theſe Moments ſeize to tell me all, 

Each Circumſtance, that T the Truth may know. 
Meſ. Before the Prieſt arriv'd (ah crael Sight 

And full of Woe!) thy Daughter all diftreft ; 

whilſt Tears not only from the Crowd ſhe drew 

But on my Troth the Pillars too did weep, 

The Pillars of the Temple, and the Stones, 

As if affected, triekled bitter Drops. 

She was almoſt within an Inſtant's Space, 

Arraign'd, convicted, and condemn'd to die. | 
Tit. Unhappy Child! but wherefore all this Haſte ? 
Meſ. Becauſe too num'rous were the Proofs of Guilt} 

And that a certain Nymph, whom much the wiſh'd 

Might to ſupport her Innocence be calPd, | 

Was neither preſent, nor with all our Search, 

Could &er be found; meanwhile, th* alarming Signs 

And wond'rous Accidents, of Horror full 

And Dread, which in the Temple ſtill appear'd, 

Would not admit Delay; grieyous the more 


To us, by how much ſtranger, and unfelt 
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Ev'n ſince the Day that the celeſtial Wrath 
So threaten'd, when about to vindicate 
The Prieſt Amintas' ſo much injur'd Loves, 
That only Cauſe of all our Miſeries ! 
The Goddeſs ſweated Blood, trembled the Earth; 
And all the ſacred Vault was heard to roar; 
Caſting out Howlings ſtrange, and fatal Groans, 
And belch'd a Stench ſo vile, that black Avernus, 
Ne'er from his Jaws unclean, ſo foul exhal'd. 
And now with marſhall'd, ſacred, awful Pomp, 
Thy Daughter to her cruel Death to lead, 
The Prieſt had moy'd ; when, wond'rous to relate, | 
Mirtillo, on beholding her, ſprung forth, | | 
- Off ring his Life, to reſcue her from Death, | 
Raiſing his Voice he cries—* Thoſe Hands unbind 
Ah ſhameful Bands! and in the Place of her, | 
Who now is doom! d to be Diana's Victim, 5 . 
Me to the Altar drag=me bind with Cords; . | 
For Amarillis, me the Victim offer! ? 
Tit. O how the faithful Lover is diſplay'd, 
And the great Soul in ſuch a gen'rous Act 

Meſ. Now with Amazement liſten to the Sequel. 
She who before, with fear of Death had been 
So overwhelm'd, now at Mirtillo's Words 
Rouz'd all at once, invincible become, 
With Heart intrepid, inſtantly replies, 
« Mirtillo think ſt thou then thy Death can give \ 
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Life to the Maiden who but lives in thee ? 
O Wonder moſt unjuſt !—Come, Miniſters ! 
Come, why delay? Strait to the Altar lead me!“ 
Ah, but I wanted not from thee ſuch Pity, 
Mirtillo then reply*d—forbear, forbear, 
Thou cruel Maid !—for this thy pityleſs Pity, 
Too much the better Part of me offends 
I ought to die,” —Nay, tis for me to die, 
Said Amarillis, for the Law condemns me ! 
And here did they contend, as if in Fact 
To die was Life, to live was Death itſelf ; 
O well born Souls ! O Couple worthy Praiſe 
Our warmeſt Praiſe, and everlaſting Honors ! 
O Lovers glorious both in Life and Death ! 
Had I as many Tongues, as many Voices 
As Heav'n hath Stars, or as the Sea hath Sands, 
The Sound, the Strain of all muſt be exhauſted, 
Ere your vaſt Merits, I could fully fing ! 
And thou, eternal Daughter of the Sky, 
Reſplendent Queen ! whoſe watchful Eyes ſurvey, 
Whoſe Hand from Time the Works of Men doth ſnatch, 
Oh gather thou the beauteous Story, and grave 
In golden Words, on ſolid Diamond grave 
Th' illuſtrious Ardor of this faithful Pair! 
Tit. But how concluded then this mortal Conteſt ? 
Mef. Mirtillo conquer'd ! O what wond'rous War, 
Where Death o'er Life obtain'd the Victory l 
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And now the Prieſt, thus to thy Daughter fad: 
« Nvmph be compos'd—for none can he allow'd 
For him to bleed, who doth himſelf propoſe, 
Spontaneouſly, the Victim for another. 
Thus doth our ſacred Law to us preſcribe. 
He then dire&s that Matrons ſhon!d attend 
Moſt carefully the Damſel, left her Grief 
In this Extreme ſome defp'rate Turn might take. 
Such was the State of Things, when by Montano, 
In haſte to find the out I was diſpatch . 
Tit. In ſhort, tis then moſt true, the Banks, the Fields, 
Sooner in Spring, their od'rous Flow'rs ſhall want, 
The Woods their verdant Honors ; than the Nymph, 
Blooming and young, her tender Loves ſhall want. 
But here if we remain how ſhall we learn 
The propereit Time of going to the Temple? 
Meſ. Here better learnt than elſewhere, for 'tis hers 
The very Spot; where the Solemnity x,, 
Of the good Shepherd's Off ring is perform'd. 
Tit, And why not in the Temple? | 
Meſ. Tis becauſe, 
There muſt they puniſh where the Crime was dank 
Tit, Why not i'th' Cave then, fince twas done i'tir 
Cave? 
Meſ. The Rites i'th' Face of Heay" n muſt be perform'd, 
Tit. And how didſt thou theſe Myſteries collect? 
Meſ. From the chief Miniſter, who ſaid that thus 
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As he by old Tirenius was inform'd, A 
The true Amintas and the falſe Lucrine 

Were facrific'd ; But now 'tis Time to go, 

For ſee, the ſolemn Pomp into the Plain 

Deſcends, and we, perhaps, had beſt repair 

Strait to the Temple by the other Route, 

There to conſole thy Daughter 


SCENE III. 


N © or SHEPHERDS. CHORUS OF 


PRIESTS, 


MONTANO. MIRTILLO. 


C. S. Daughter of mighty Jove ! 

O Siſter of the Sun! who the blind World 
Illumin'ſt—Second Glory of high Heaven! 

C. P. Thou, in whoſe temp rate and refreſhing Gleam 
Thy Brother's ardent Rays more mild we feel! 
Whence, here below, all bounteous Nature yields 
Its various Fruits 


With Herbs, with Plants, with Animals, and Nen, 
The Air, the Earth, the Sea 2 
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Oh, as another's Fervor thou can'ſt ſoothe, 
Soothe, we implore thee, of thy Breaſt the Ire, 
Which thy Arcadia now ſo wails and mourns. 
C. S. Daughter of mighty Jove ! 
O Siſter of the Sun ! who the bliad World 
Illumin'ſt—Second Glory of high Heav'n ! 
Mon. Now, ſacred Miniſters, prepare the Altars; 
And ye, O holy Shepherds, once again 
To the great Goddeſs raiſe your tuneful Strains 
And call upon her Name |! 
C. S. Daughter of mighty Jove ! 
O Siſter of the Sun ! who the blind World 
Illumin'ſt—Second Glory of high Heav'n ! | 
Mon. My Miniſters and Shepherds, now withdraw; 
Nor to this Place approach but at my Call. 
Brave, virtuous Youth ! 
Who for another's Life lay'ſt down thine own; 
With ſteady Comfort meet thy Death, 
By a ſhort Sigh, which baſe and timid Minds 
Dead to cach gen'rous Thought, as Death account, 
Thou from thy Death immortally doſt fly ! 
And when a thouſand Years and more elaps'd, 
Shall envious Age, diſdainful of their Fame, 
So many Names expunge ; thy Faith ſo prov'd, 
Thy Glory and thy Praiſe ſhall ſtill ſurvive ! 
But ſince our Law requires 
That thou à ſilent Victim muſt depart, 
Firſt, ere to Earth tliy ſolemn Knees thou bend, 
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If thou haſt any thing thou would'f impart, 
Impart it now; and then be dumb for ever! 

Mir. Father, for ſtill J joy to call thee Father; 
Ev'n tho* fo ſoon to periſh by thy Hand; 
My Body to the Earth J leave, 
To her that is my Life, I leave my Soul, 
But as ſhe threatens, ſhould ſhe chance to die, 
Alas, what Part of me ſhall then have Life? 
O what delicious Death ! when that alone 
The mortal Part of me; with me ſhall die! 
Nor ever did my Soul defire to die; 
But if he merit Pity who does dre 
Thro' Height of Pity—O my courteous Father, 
Do thou take Care ſhe may not die; that I, 
Full of this Hope, may gain a better Life, 

Thus, by my Desth, my Fate may be appeas'd, 
(My cruel Fate!) thus ſatiate with my Ruin! 
But after Death, ah, let at leaſt my Soul, 
Spoil'd of its Robe, have Reßdence in her; 
Since to my living Frame that Union was deny'd, 

Mon. From Tears I ſcarcely can refrain; 
Our ſtouteſt Manhood, O how frail it is! 
Be of good Chear, my Son, for I engage 
To do what thou defi t—yes, by this Head 
| ſwear it, and this Hand receive as Pledge, 

Mir. Now do I die in Peace; in Peace to thee 
I come my Amarillis ! 
Receive thy dear Mirtillo, 
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Thy faithful Shepherd's Soul, ah now receive ! 

For in the deareſt Name of Amarillis, 

Cloſing my Life and Utterance at once, 

Here do I kneel to death—am henceforth dumb for ever! 
Mon. Now ſacred Miniſters ! no more delay. 

With Liquid and ſweet ſmelling men, 

Now raiſe the Flame; 

And Store of Incenſe pour, and fragrant Myrrh, 

That the all-chearing Fumes to Heav'n may riſe, 
C. S. Daughter of mighty Jove! 

O Siſter of the Sun! who the blind World 

Illumin'ſt—Second Glory of High Heav'n! 


SCENE IV. 


CARINO. MoNTANO. NICANDER. MIRTILLO. 
CHORUS or SHEPHERDS. 


Car. How ſtrange it ſeems where Dwellings riſe ſo 
thick 
To find fo few Inhabitants but hold, 
Methinks I ſee the Cauſe : 
Yonder, as to a Standard, all are flock'd, 
© what a mighty, mighty Crowd ! and ſee 
How rich, how ſolemn a Parade l ſurely 
This is ſome Sacrifice, 
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Mon. The golden Ewer 
Nicander hand me, which the gen'rous Juice 
Contains of Bacchus. 
Nic. Ready there it is. 
Mon. So may, O holy Goddeſs ! fo this Blood, 
Thus innocent, thy Breaſt aſſuage, as now, 
This falling Drop of gen'rous Wine, revives 
And ſoftens the exhauſted, cindry Spark. 
Now lay aſide the golden Ewer, and ftrait 
Hand me the Silver Cup. 
Nic. 'There is the Cup. 
Mon. So may that Wrath, which in thy Breaſt did 
raiſe 
A faithleſs Nymph, extinguiſh'd be and ſpent, 
As now this falling Stream doth quench the Flame. 
Car. This is a Sacrifice ;—but where's the Victim? 
Mon. Now all's prepar'd—the Cloſe alone remains. 
Give me the Axe, 


— . 


0. Car. I ſee, or I'm deceiv'd, a Perſon's Back, 
Which ſeems a Man, who kneels upon the Earth. 
And he's perhaps the Victim? ah, poor Wretch ! 
0 


Tis ſo indeed; and ſee the Prieft his Head, 
Now ſeizes with his Hand; 

O my unhappy Land ! ſtill doth the Wrath 
Of Heav'n purſue thee ? will it never end ? 

C. S. Daughter of mighty Jove ! 
O Sitter of the Sun ! who the blind World 
Ilunun't—Second Glory - high Heay'n ! 
3 
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Mon, Vindictive Goddeſs ! who a private Crime 
Dolt puniſh in us with a public Scourge, 
Thus meet to thee it ſeems, and thus perhaps, 
In the Abyſs tis fix'd, 
Of an imnuwtable eternal Providence, 
Since with thee, the Blood impure 
Of falſe Lucrina was unworthy found, 
To ſoothe and ſatisfy that ardent Juſtice, 
Which of our Good ſo thirſts; 
This innocent Blood refuſe not, we implore, 
Of a ſpontaneous Victim, and a Lover, 
(Faithful as &er the true Amintas' was) 
Whom to thy Honor here I ſacrifice, 

C. S, Daughter of mighty Jove ! 
O Siſter of the Sun ! who the blind World 
Illumin't—Second Glory of high Heav'n 

Mon. Ah how Compaſſion now my Breaſt diſſolves ! 
What a ſtrange Stupor binds my ev'ry Senſe ! 
My Heart ſeems not to dare, nor can my Hand 
Uplift the Axe! 

Car. I firſt the Face would ſee 
Of this poor Wretch, and then I will depart, 
For the dread Act itſelf I could not view. 

Mon. Who knows in Face o'th* Sun, though ſetting , 

now, 

A Crime it be not, to ſhed human Blood ? ] 
And for that Reaſon, from my Soul and Frame 
All Firmnels is withdrawn ?—Move round a little, 1 
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And to the Mountain turn thy dying Looks— 
Juſt ſo will do. 
Car. Ah me, what do I ſee ! 
It is my Son !—it is my dear Mirtillo ! 
Mon. Now I can do't. 
Car. Too ſurely it is him ! 
Mon. The Stroke is fair; 
Car, What doſt thou holy Man ? 
Mon. Nay thou prophane old Man I—why thus with- 
hold 
The ſacred Axe How here haſt thou preſum'd 
Thus to ſtretch out thy raſh unhallow'd Hand? 
Car. O my moſt dear Mirtillo ! ſo to meet, 
In this ſad Situation to embrace thee ! 
Nic. To Ruin go, thou inſolent old Fool! 
Car. Never could I have thought; 
Nic, Begone, I fay— | 
With Hands impure, thou may'ſt not touch the Things 


Which to the Gods are conſecrate. 


Car, Myſeltf, 
Am likewiſe favour'd by the Gods; for they 
In their great Bounty, hither me have led. 

Mon. Nicander, ceaſe; we firſt will hear his Tale, 
And then diſmiſs him. 

Car. Do, courtecus Miniſter, 
Before thy Axe upon the Neck deſcend 
Of this dear Youth, tell me, I pray, the Cauſe 
Why the poor Wretch mult die by that Goddeſs, 
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Whom thou doſt worſhip, I conjure thee tel! me. 
Mon. That ſacred Head, by which thou doſt conjure 
me, 
Compels me to comply with thy Requeſt, 
But what imports it thee ? | 
Car. More than thou think'ſ ; 
Mon. Tis that he dies a voluntary Death 
To ſave another, 
Car. To fave another 
I then for him will die; — O ſtrait direct, 
In pity, on this bowing Neck, that Stroke 
Which thou for him deſignd'ſt. 
Mon, Friend, thou rav'ſt. 
Car. And why to me deny'd, what he obtains? 
Non. Becauſe thou art a Stranger. 
Car. What if not? 
Mon. Ev'n then thou might'ſt not do it ;—no Ex- 
change 
His Life can ſave, who offers up his Life 
To ſave another ;z—but Friend, who art thou, 
If true it be, that thou art not a Stranger? 
Sure, by thy Garb, thou can'ſ be no Arcadian. 
Car. I'm an Arcadian, | 
Mon. I cannot recall, 
That ever in this Country J have ſeen thee. 
Car. This Country gave me Birth; my Name Ca- 
rino, 


And Father of this Wretch. 
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Mon. Thou his Father 
O how thou com'ſt inopportune to us, 
And to thyſelf; withdraw immediately, 
For thy paternal Feelings might o'erſet 
And render fruitlefs this our Sacrifice, 
Car. Ah, wert thou a Father ? 
Mon. I am a Father 
A Father of an only Son, like thee— 
A tender Father too; but ne'ertheleſs 
Were this the Neck of my own Silvio, 
Not leſs alert my Duty upon him, 
Than now upon thy Son ſhould I perform. 
For he's unworthy of this ſacred Robe, 
Who ev'ry private Good cannot divelt, 
When with the public Service it may claſh, 
Car. At leaſt, let me embrace him 'ere he die. 
Mon, Much leſs can this be granted, 
Car, O my Blood ! 
Canſ thou too be ſo cruel, 
As not to anſwer thy afflicted Father? 
Mir, Dear Father, now be pacified.. 
Mon. Alas! O dire Event! the Sacrifice is marr'd. 
Mir. For in a better Cauſe, I could not loſe 
The Life which thou haſt giv'n me. 
Mon. Much TI fear'd, 
That on his Father's Tears, he'd break the Silence. 
Mir. Wretch ! what a ſad miſtake have I committed | 
How hath the Law of Silence ſcap'd my Thoughts! 
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Mon. But why delay ?—Come, Miniſters, in Haſte 
Now to the Temple reconduct him ſtrait ; 
And in the ſacred Vault, another Time 
The voluntary Vow he muſt reſume. 
Here, bringing him again, you'll likewiſe bring 
For the Renewal of the Sacrifice, 
New Water and new Wine, and Fire that's new, 
Come, now diſpatch, for faſt the Sun declines. 


SCENE V. 


MONTANO. CARINO. DAMETAS. 


Mon. But thou, importunate old Man! 
Put up to Heav'n thy Thanks thou art a Father; 
Wert thou not ſo, I ſwear by chaſte Diana, 
To Day my weighty Anger thou ſhould(t feel, 
Since thou didſt ſo abuſe th* Indulgence giv'n thee. 
Know'ſt thou not who I am ?—Art thou to learn 
That by this Wand alone, I here conttoul 
All Things divine and human ? 

Car. Holy Sir, 
Be not offended that I ſue for Fayour. 

Man. Too much I've borne with theez and thou on 

that 
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Art inſolent become; but know, tho' long 

A gen'rous Breaſt its Anger may ſuppreſs, 

When it burſts forth, the fiercer doth it rage. 
Car. Anger, in noble Minds, was never yet 

A furious Whirlwind ;z but a Gale alone 

Of gen'rous Heat, which breathing in the Soul 

When moſt with Reaſon ſhe's in Uniſen, 

Awakes her, and inſpires to gallant Deeds. 

It Favor then thou ſhould'ſt refuſe, at leaſt 

Loet me obtain thy Juſtice z which to grant, 

In Duty thou art bound; for he who Laws 

To others gives, is not from Law exempt : 

And in Command the higher thou art rais'd, 

So much the more Obedience thou muſt pay, 

To him who calls for Juſtice z and behold, 

Juſtice is what I now of thee require, 

And if to me thou wilt refuſe to do it, 

Do Juſtice to thyſelf ; for ſhould thou ſlay 

Mirtillo, moſt unjuſt ſhould I pronounce thee. 
Mon. But why unjuſt ?—explain thyſelf to me. 
Car. Didſt thou not ſay, it was unlawful here 

That any Stranger's Blood be offer*d up? 
Mon. I ſaid it, and have ſaid what Heav'n ordains. 
Car. Vet tis a Stranger whom thou offer'ſ up. 
Mon. But how a Stranger Is he not thy Son? 
Car. Stop there, nor further ſeek to penetrate. 
Mon, Perhaps thou think'ſt as not begotten here? 
Car, Oft leaſt he knows, who moſt attempts to know. 
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Morn. But here the Blood we look at, not the Place, 
Car. Becauſe not got by me, I call him Stranger. 
Mon. How then thy Son, if thou begot'ſt him not? 
Car. And by me not begotten, not my Son. | 
Mon. Didſt thou not tell me, he was ſprung from 
thee ? 
Car. Not ſprung from me; I ſaid he was my Son. 
Mon. Exceſs of Grief hath render'd thee inſane. 
Car. Were I inſane, I ſhould be free from Grief. 
Mon. Wicked, or mad, thou ſurely muſt be deem'd. 
Car. But how can Wickedneſs with Truth accord? 
Mon. How can he be at once Son, and no Son ? 
Car. He may be Son by Love, if not by Nature, 
Mon. But if thy Son, he is no Stranger then. 
Tf not, of Courſe thou haſt in him no Right. 
Thus Father, or no Father, art thou wrong. 
Car. He is not always prov'd to be i th* Wrong, 
Who ſeems by Words o'ercome. 
Mon. The Truth of him mult always go for naught, 
Who in his Story contradicts himſelf. 
Car, Again I charge thee with a Deed unjuſt. 
Mon. May all th* Injuſtice fall then on my Head, 
And on the Head of my beloved Son. 
Car. Thou wilt repent of it. 
Mon. Say, rather thou, 
If thou prevent me to fulfil my Office, 
Car. I call, as Witneſſes, both Gods and Men. 
. Mon. Thou call the Gods, whom thou haſt thus 
deſpis'd ? 
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Car. And fince thou wilt not hear me 
Hear me, O Heav'n and Earth 
Hear me, great Goddeſs, who art worlkip'd herel 
Mirtillo is a Stranger | 
Mirtfilo's not my Son; 
And thou profaneſt then the holy Sacrifice, 
Mon. Heav'n help me, *gainſt this troubleſome old 
Man! 
But who's his Father, if he's not thy Son ? 
Car. I can't inform the. I am not, I know. 
Mon. See how thou tripp'ſ.— Is he then of thy Blood ? 
Cay. Nor even that. 
Mon. Why do'ſ thou call him Son? 
Car. Becauſe juſt as my Son, from the firſt Day 
T had him, to this Age, at my own Home 
I brought him up, and lov'd him as my Son. 
Mon. Didſt buy him? Steal him? Where hadſt thou 
| him firſt ? 
Car. At Elis! and a Stranger's courteous Gift. 
Mon. And this obliging Stranger, whence had he him ? 
Car, "Twas I, who gave him to him; 
Mon. Puzzling Man ! 
At once my Smile and Anger thou doſt move, 
Thou didſt receive then as a Preſent, that 
Which thou before hadſt giv'n ? 
Car. What was his own 
I gave him ;—then he kindly gave it me. 
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Mon. And thou (ſinee thus thou egg me on to rove) 
V hence didſt thou get him? 

Car. I, but juſt before, 
Within a Myrtle Thickſet's fragrant Shade, 
Faſt by Alpheus' Mouth, by Chance had found him, 
And *twas from that I called him Mirtillo. 
Mon. How well doſt thou invent and dreſs up Fabless 
Do Beaſts infeſt your Woods ? 

Car, Beaſts of what Sort? 

Mon. How came they not to kill him 55 

Car. A ſwift Torrent 
Had to that Thicket borne hiai, and there left him, 
Juſt in the very Heart of a ſmall Iſland, 
Where all furrounding Waters did prote& him. 

Mon. Well doſt thou weave thy ftrange l of 
Stories. 

The Waves then prov'd much too combithcoate, 
That they ſhould drown him ? Are thy Country Floods 
So tender in Regard to helpleſs Infants ? 
Car. He lay within a Cradle, and this ſwam, 
Buoy'd up by Things the Torrent had collected, 
As Floods are us' d, which cloſely clung around it, 
Juſt as a Boat, and in that Thicket ſtop'd. 

Mon. He lay within a Cradle? 

Car. In a Cradle. 

Mon. A Child in Swathes ? 

Car. Yes, and a lovely Child. 

Mon, How long ſince this did happen? 
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Car. Count thyſelf, 

Some nineteen Years, fince the tremendous Flood, 

And thou exactly then will have the Date. 

Mor. O what a Horror thrills thro* all my Bones! 
Car. He knows not what to ſay—O uſual Pride 

Of ſwelling Souls! O pertinacious Tem 

Never to yield, however overcome, 

But rate their Judgment equal to their Power ! 

Convinc'd he ſurely is, and therefore fad, 

If right at his dark Mutt'rings I can gueſs; 

And in ſome Meiſure, not to feem deceiv'd, 

His Error by a ſtubborn Mind he'd hide. 

Mon. But what Pretenſion had he to this Child, 

The Man of whom thou ſpeak'ſ ? was he his Son? 
Mar. This I cannot tell thee, 

Mon. And was this all 
"The Knowledge of him thou had'ſt ever had ? 
Car. Exactly this I know; ftratige Queſtions theſe 
Mon. Should'ſt thou know him ? 
Car. Only is I ſaw him; 

A Swain uncouth in Habit and in Look, 

Of middling Stature; his Complexion dark, 

With ſhaggy Beard, and large and briſtly Eyebrow; 
Mon. Shepherds approach me all, and Miniſters. 
Dam. They're here. 

Mon. Now ſtedfaſt view them all, 100 — 

Which is moſt like the Man of whom thou ſpeak'| ? 
Car. Not only like him he who ſpake to thee, 
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But ſure the ſelf-ſame Man; and that his Look 
To me, is juſt what twenty Years 2go 
He look'd ; not one Hair chang'd tho* I'm fo grey. 
Men. Withdraw awhile but thou, Dametas, ſtay, 
And tell me, doſt thou know the Man before thee ? 
Dam. Methinks I do; but how, or where I know not, 
Car. Now will I make him recolle& the Whole. 
Mon. Firſt, let me have ſome ſmall Diſcourſe with him; 
Nor be diſpleas d I wiſh thee to retire, 
Car. Whatever thou command'ſ I gladly do. 
Mon. Dametas, anſwer me with nought but Truth, 
Dam. Ye Gods! what may this mean ? 
Mon. When thou return'dſt 
From ſeeking of my Child; (tis now I find 
Juſt twenty Years) whom in the Cradle then 
Th' impetuous Torrent bore away 
Did'ſt thou not ſay, that ev'ry Creek, and Shore 
Alpheus waters, thou had'ſ ſearch'd in vain ? 
Dam. And why this Queſtion doſt thou put to me? 
Mon. But anſwer it, however —ſaidſt thou not 
Thou had'ſt not found him? 
Dam. So I did report. 
Mon. What Child was that which then "Van gay'ſt 
at Elis. 
To the good Man who here doth recolled thee ? 
Dam. Now twenty Years are paſt, and doit expect 
That an old Man Events ſhould fo remember? 
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Mon. But he is old too; yet remembers well 

Dam. Rather he's viſionary. 

Mon. Now let's tee, 
Where art thou Stranger ? 

Car. Here at thy Command. 

Dam. Would thou hadſt long been buried under 

Ground |! | 
Mon. Say is not this the Swain who made the Pre- 
ſent ? 

Car. Not ſure the ſame. | 

Dam. What Preſent ſpeak'ſt thou off! 

Car. Can'ſt thou forget that when by Chance we met 
T'th* Temple of Olympic Jove ; when there 
The Oracle thy Anſwer juſt had giv'n thee, 
And thou wert going, I aſk'd thee then the Marks 
By which to know the Object ſought, and thou, 
Deſeribing them, I took thee. to my Houſe, 
And in the Cradle there the Child thou found'ſt, 
And finding him, thou gav'ſt me him directly: 

Dam. W hat meaneſt thou by dus? 

Car. I mean to fay, 
The Child thou gav'ſt me then, and whom from thence 
At Home, as my own Son, I've ever rear'd, 
Ts the unhappy Youth, who, at the Altar 
Is now a deltin'd Victim. | 

Lam. Wond'rous Fate! 

Man. Still wilt thou feign ?—Ts all this Matter true 
V lich he hath told thee ? 
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Dam. So were T now dead, 
As it is ſtrictly true. 
Mon. And die thou ſhalt, 
If in the Reſt a Tittle thou diſguiſe. 
What mov'd thee that to give, which was not thine ? 
Dam. Stop there, my Lord ! ah, 1 not more to 
know ;— 
By Heay'n, forbear to aſk ! 
Mon. I burn the more - | 
To hear; —Still wilt thou keep me in Suſpenſe ? 
Be filent ſtill ?—TI puniſh thee with Death, 
If once again 1 I aſk thee ; 
Dam. Twas becauſe 
The Oracle forewarn'd me, if by Chance 
This Foundling e'er his Father's Houſe regain'd, 
He riſk'd to periſh by his Father's Hands. 
Car. And this I vouch, for I was preſent then, 
Mon. Alas, the Whole is now too manifeſt ! 
The Fact, both Dream and Oracle confirms. 
Car. What would'| thou more than this can't thou 
require | 
A clearer Proof 
Mon. Too clear I ſee the Proof ; 
Too much haſt thou reveal'd—too much I've heard: 
Would I had leſs enquir'd—thou leſs had'ſt known! 
O Carino! Carino ! | 
How Grief and Fortune do I change with thee | 
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How are thy Feelings, now transferr'd to me! 


"1 


This is my Son 0 moſt unhappy Son, Man 4 


Of an unhappy Sire !—Son, from the Flood © 
More cruelly preſerv'd, than by it borne away! 
Since thou at laſt by theſe paternal Hands, 
Before che ſacred Shrines, wer't doom'd to 1 N 
And with thy Blood, to bathe thy native Sil. 
Car. Thou Father of Mirtillo ?-wond'rous News?! 
And how then did'ſt thou ſoſe him? N 
Mon. Snatch'd fromme 
By that ſame horrid Flood which thou haſt CY 
O my dear Pledge! then ſafe, when I did loſe thee; 3 
And now but loft to me, for being found ! 
Car. O eternal Providence | 
For what deep End ſo many great Events, 
Till now, haſt thou ſuſpended; thus, at once, 
Thus, at this Juncture, all at once to burſt. 
Some mighty Purpoſe ſure haſt thou conceiv'd ; | 
Sure, with ſome vaſt Production art thou big; 
Sure of ſume wond'rous Good or wond'rous III, 
Thou ſoon muſt be delivered! 
Mon. This was th' Event che Dream predicted to me 
Fallacious Dream too true as to the T'll j— 
Too falſe as to the Good 
Twas this excſted that ene ty. 
That ſudden Horror which ran thto- my Bones, 
On lifting up the Axe; for Nature ſhudldertd, | 
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A Father's Hand ſhould ſtrike ſo dire a Stroke 
Car. But what ! ſtill doſt thou mean to execute 
A Sacrifice ſo wicked? 
Mon. At theſe Altars 
No Hand but mine can ſlay a human victim. | 
Car. Shall then a Son fall by his Father's Hands ? 
Mor. So doth our Law direct; and who ſhall dare 
Thro* ſtrong Affection to excuſe another, 
When our illuſtrious ever true Amintas 
Himſelf would not excuſe ? 
Car. O cruel Fate, 
To what a Scene of Horror haſt thou led me ! | 
Mom. Ves, to behold from two moſt tender Parents, 
Exceſs of Piety producing Blood: 
Towards Mirtillo thine, 
And mine towards the Gods. 
Thou, by denying that thou waſt his Father, 
Didſt think to ſave him, and haſt loſt him by it; 
J over curious, and in full Belief 
It was thy Son J was to ſacriſice; 
Find him my own—to periſh by theſe Hands ! 
Car. This is the horrid Monſter, Fate hath gender'd. 
O dread Event! O my dear Life Mirtillo! 
Wa'ſt this the Oracle foretold me of thee? 
Thus doſt thou make me in my Country bappy ! 
O Son, ſo late of my old Age the Joy 
And the Support, now all my Woe and Death ! 
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Mon. Fo me, Carino, leave to me theſe Tears, 


For my own. Blood, alas, my own, I weep ! 
Ah, why ſo forcibly now prov'd my Blood, 
If I myſelf muſt ſhed it?—— 
Unhappy Son ! ah why did I beget thee ? 


Why waſt thou born And was it then for this 


The gen'rous Wave thy precious Life preſer vd? 


That thy inhuman Sire ſhould rob thee of it. 


Moſt holy and immortal Gods ! 
Without whoſe deep, unfathomable Will 
Nor in the Ocean ftirs the ſimaJleſt Wave, 


Nor Breeze in Air, nor Leif en [he Ground? 


Ah what ſo heinous Crime againſt your Godheads 
Have I committed, thus to draw upon me 
And on my Seed, the weighty Wrath of Heav'n? 
But if, unhappily, I have offended, 
How hath my Son offended ?—— 
Why not abſolve my Son ?P—— 
And with a Blaſt of thy vindictive Ire, 
Why, ſov'reign Jove, not finiſh me at once? 
But tho' thy Shafts forbear 
My Steel muſt not forbear,— 
Yes, II renew Amintas ! I'll renew 
Thy dread Example! f y 
Sooner the Son ſhall ſee his Father. dead, | 
Than with his Hand the Father flay his Son, 
Die then, Montane { yes, to die, to Day, 
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Will both become thee, and befriend thee.— 
Ye Deities ! I know not Which to call you, 
Whether of Heaven or Hell, 

Who thus with Grief, my dleſp'tate Mind torment 3 1 


See what your Fury dath effect Lao? wad 


Since "tis. your high Decree Im now reſulv'd;; 
"Tis Death, alone I ſeek ; nor can I think, 
Nor can I ſigh for any Thing but Death ! 

That gloomy Wiſh of going out of Liſe 


Scowls o'er my Sou}, and ſeems to yield me Comfort, 


*Tis Death I covet, Death ! 

Car. O moſt diſtreſt ald Man ! 
As a great Light the ſmaller Light o'erpow'rs, 
So doth the Grief which for thy Woe I feel 
Obliterate and all abſarb my Grief ! | 
Yes, ſurely, doſt thou claim our utmoſt Pity, 


. 
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Tir. Make haſte my Son; but heedful of thy Steps, 
That I may follow thee; nor thro' this Path, 
So winding and fo cragged, chance to ſtumble; 
So likely with my toit'ring Feet and blind, 


] 
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Be thou as Eyes to them, as to thy Mind 
I ſerve as Eye; and when thou art arriv'd 
Before the Prieſt, there I would have thee ſtop, 

Mor. But is not he, whom yonder I behold, 
Tirenio, our old venerable Friend, 

Who, blind on Earth, yet ſees the Works of Heay'n 
Some mighty Thing impells him thus to come, 

For from the ſacred Vault for many Years, 

He hath not ſtirr'd. | 

Car. May't pleaſe the ſov'reign Gods 
In their high Bounty, that for thee he come 
With apt and joyful Tidings ! 

Mon. Good Tucnio, Py 
What Sight is this ! thou quit the Temple! ſay 
Where goeſt thou >—what Tidings doſt thou bear? 

Tir. Tis upon thy Account alone I come, 

And bring new Things with me; and new ones ſeek, 

Mon. Why comes not with thee too the ſacred Band ? 
Why this Delay ?—Doth it not yet return 
With the purg'd Victim, and what's elſe requir'd 
For the Renewal of the Sacrifice ? 

Tir. O how oft avails 
The Blindneſs of the Eyes, for ſeeing much ! 

For then the Mind not gadding, in herſelf 
Collected whole, doth on the blinded Senſe 
Open her Lynx's Beam, and all illume, 

It is no, right, Montano, to pals by 
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So lightly, certain Things of great Import, 


Which come beyond Expectance, and which mark 


In human Works, the Finger of the Gods. 
For the high Deities do not on Earth ä 
Converſe, nor hold Diſcourſe with mortal Men, 


But what of grand we view, or of ſtupendous, 


Which to blind Chance, the blinded Herd aſeribe, 
Is nothing but the Language of high Heav'n, - 
*Tis thus th' eternal Gods with us do talk, 

. Theſe are their Sounds, their Voices; to the Ear 
Profoundly mute, but thund'ring on the Heart 
Of him who underſtands; O four Times bleſt 
And ſix, who well this Voice doth underſtand ! 
As thou hadſt bid, the good Nicander floud, 
Ready to lead along the ſacred Band ; 

But a new Accident which then occurr'd, 


Fth* Temple, caus'd me ſtop him; and 'twas ſuch, 


That when I view, and couple it with that, 
Which at the ſelf fame Inſtant, we may ſay, 
To thee this Day hath happen'd, fomething dark, 


Confus'd and ſtrange - ſometbing *twixt Hope and Fear, 


So puzzles me, I cannot underſtand it; 
And leſs I underſtand it, more I think 
Some ſtriking Good or Evil muſt befall us. 


Mon. I hat which thou doſt not underſtand - too wells 


Wretch as I am, I underſt and, and feel it, 
But ſay to thee is any Thing conceald— 
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To thee who div'ſt into the Schemes of Fate? 

Tir. My Son, my Son, if the divine Diſplay 
Of the prophetic Light were voluntary, 
It would be Nature's Gift, not that of Heav'n; 
Well in my undigeſted Mind I fee 
That Fate from me withholds the Truth of Things 3 
And in its Boſom, ſome high Secret hides. 
It was this Cauſe alone, that brought me to thee, 
Solicitous, beyond all doubt, to know 
Who is the Man that owns himſelf the Father 
(If well Nicander's Story I've conceiv'd) 

Of that brave Youth, who is condemn'd to die. 
Mon, Too well thou 1 him !— What wy be 
thy Grief 

To hear thou know'ſt, and loveſt him fo well! 

Tir. Much, O my Son ! thy Feelings I applaud, 
For 'tis Humanity to weep Diſtreſs ;—— 
But ſee that I may quickly ſpeak with him, 

Mon. Now, I perceive, that Heav'n awhile ſuſpends 
In thee that Gift for which thou wert fo fam'd 
Of Divination I am he thou ſeek'ft— 
That Father, whom thou wiſheſt to addreſs. 

Tir. Thou art his Father who is ſentenc'd now 
A Victim to the Goddeſs ? oY 

| Mon. I am he, 

The hapleſs Father of an hapleſs Son! 

Tir. What of that faithful Shepherd, 
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Who far another's Life, would loſe his on? 

Mon. Of him, who dying, makes that Object live, 
His Death which cauſeth; that which caus'd his Life 
To die. | 

Tir. And this is true ? 

Car. What I have told is true. 

Tir. And thou who ſpeak'ſt, 
Say, who art thou ? 

Car. Carino is my Name, 
Suppos'd, till now, the Father of that Youth 

Tir. And he's the ſame, that very Child of thine 

Which the Flood raviſh'd from thee ? 
Moðon. Ah, too true 

Tit. And thou, on this Account, 
Montano, call'& thyſelf a wretched Father? 
O Blindnefs of terreſtrial Minds ! 
In what Profundity of Night, 
What tenfold Darkneſs of Deceit and Error, 
Are plung'd our Souls, 
When not by thee illum'd, O Sun of Wiſdom |! 
Poor, wretched Mortals! why ſo yainly boaſt 
Of this your Knowledge, when the Faculty 
By which we ſee and know, is not our own, 
Not ſelf inherent, but the Gift of Heav'n; 
Which, as it pleaſeth, gives, or takes it from us, 
O Montano | blinder by much in Mind, 
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Than I in Sight 

What Magic, or what Demon - ei then 

To this Degree, that true tho" it be prov'd, 
That this brave Youth is gotten of thy Loins, 
Thou ſhould'{ not clearly fee thyſelf to-day, 
Of Father's the moſt happy, the moſt bonor'd, 
The deareſt to the Gods, of all who &'er 

Could boaſt the Name of Father? 

Behold th' important Mykery xeveal'd, 

Which Fate from me conceal'd ; 

Behold the happy Day, 

Which we with ſo much Blood, 

And Tears inceſſant, have in vain implor'd ! 
Behold the bleſſed End of all our Woes ! 
Where art thou, O Montano : dive again 
Into thyſelf ;—why, from thy Mind alone 

Is fled that famous Oracle? 

That happy Oracle, in ev'ry Heart 

Throughout Arcadia, ſo deep impreſt? 

Why with that Light'ning, which to Day hath * 
So unexpectedly, thy Son to thee; 

Doſt thou not hear the awful Voice of Heay'n ? 
« Your Woes, Arcadians, never thall have End, 
Till Love ſhall two conjoin of heav'nly Race;“ 
(So from my Heart do riſe my Tears of Joy, 
The Words I ſcarce can utter) | 

« Your Woes, Arcadians, never ſhall have End, 
Till Love ſhall two conjoin of heay'nly Race, 
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And till a faithful Shepherd ſhall amend, 

By matchleſs Zeal, Lucrina's old Diſgrace.” 
Now ſay thyſelf Montano !—this true Shepherd, 
Here pointed out, and who was doom'd-to die, 

If born of thee, is not his Race from Heay'n ? 
Is Amarillis not of Race from Heav'n ? 

And who, hut Love, hath thus their Hearts conjcin'd ? 
Silvio was by the Parents, and by Force, | 
With Amarillis pledg'd to Matrimony ; 

And juſt as diſtant now, that the ſweet Bands 
Of Love unite him, as a ſtedfaſt Hate | 

Is diſtant from the pow'rful Charm of Love; 
But when thou farther look*ſt, thou'lt clearly ſee 
That to Mirtillo only could allude | off 
The Voice prophetic : and was ever ſeen, 

Since poor Amintas* moſt unhappy Caſe, © 
Fidelity in Love that equall'd this? 

Who, but Mirtillo, ſince the hapleſs Days 

Of the moſt faithful, and renown'd Amintas, 
Hath for his Nymph, reſolv'd to loſe his Life ? 
This is the faithful Shepherd's matchleſs Zeal, 
Worthy to expiate the ancient Crime, | 
Of the moſt faithleſs, and unbleſt Lucrine. 

With this fo wonderful, ſtupendous Act, 

More than with Torrents ſhed of human Blood, | 
The Wrath of Heav'n is pacify'd; 

And to eternal Juſtice that is paid, 
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Which Woman's want of Faith had robb'd it of, — | 
This was the Cauſe, that ſcarce was he arriv d | 
Within the Temple, to renew his Vow, [ 
But all th' alarming Omens ceas'd at once, | 
No more th* eternal Image ſweated Blood; 

No longer ſhook the Ground—no more was heard 
The Noiſe ; nor vilely ſmelt the ſacred Vault; 
So ſweet a Harmony, inſtead, there came, 

Such grateful Odours, that not Heav'n itſelf 

(If Breath to Heav'n, if Voice may be afcrib'd) 
In Melody or Fragrance could ſurpals ! 

O Providence ſtupendous ! fov*reign Gods l 

If ev'ry Word I utter'd were a Soul, 

And I, to day, ſhould conſecrate them all 
Devoutly to your Honor 

Never, for ſuch a Gift, could they ſuffice ; 

But, lowly reverent, with my Knees on Earth, 
And grateful as I can, ye holy Deities ! 

Accept my offer'd Thanks for this your Bounty, 
And that this happy Day, I lve to ſee! 

Tho' now an hundred Years I number up, 

Life was before unknown, and unenjoy'd, 
Compar'd with what I do, to day, enjoy. i 
To day my Life begins—to day I'm born anew ! 
But why in Words that Time do I conſume, 
Which ſhould be ſignaliz'd by happieſt Deeds? 
Raiſe me, my Son, for I without thy Aid, 
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| Theſe feeble, tott'ring Limbs, can ſcirecly raiſe. 
Mon. Within my Heart, I feel a Joy, Tirenio, 

United with ſuch high Aſtoniſhment, 

In Extacy I'm loft ! 

Nor can my Soul, in its voſt Agitation, 

Expreſs, without, its ſelf-contained Tranſports, 

Such ſtrong Delirium binds my ev'ry Senſe 1 | 

O Miracle of Heav'n, 

Nor ever ſeen before, nor ever heal?! 

O Bleſſing moſt unparalell'd 

O ſingular Compaſſion of the Gods 

O fortunate Arcadia 

O Land by Heav'n belov'd, and bleſt by Heav'n; 

Bove all the Sun doth cheriſh, or behold ! 

So deep within my Heart thy Good I feel, 

My own I cannot feel; and of my Son, 

Whom twice T've loft, and twice have found again; 

And of myſelf, from an Abyſs of Grief 

At once to an Abyſs of Joy transfer d, | 

'Wrapt in my Joy for thee; both fly my Thoughts ! 

And my own*Good is Toft, as a ſmall Drep 

Inſenſibly in the vaſt Ocean mix d 

Of thy Enjoyments ! aer | 

O ever bleſſed Dream! 

Aye more than Dream O Viſion Kent from Heav'n! 

For now I ſee my dear Arcadia, | 

As thou didft ſay, “again fhall rear her Head 4vo 
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Tir. But why doft thou delay Montano ? 
Since Heav'n no longer now from us expects 
A human Victim; 
The Seaſon of Revenge and Wrath is paſt ! 
And Love ſucceeds and Bounty, —-We to day, 
By our great Goddeſs Order, muſt inſtead 
Of horrible and mortal Sacrifice, 

The joyful, happy, Nuptial Rites perform. 
But do thou tell me what remains of Day? 

Mon. An Hour or ſomething more, 

Tir. Is it fo late? | 
Haſte back unto the Temple; there, with Speed 
Let Tit'rus Daughter, and thy virtuous Son 
Pronounce the Marriage Vow, and be eſpous'd 
From being Lovers; and from thence his Bride, 
Let him conduct unto his Father's Houſe, 
Where it is meet before the Sun doth ſet, 

Th heroick Pair the Nuptials ſhall compleat, 


Thus Heav'n commands. Now lead me back, my Son 
To whence thou brought'ſt me—follow thou, Montane ? 


Mon. But good Tirenio, let us have a Care 
For ſhe muſt yiolate the holy Law, 
If to Mirtillo ſhe that Faith ſhould give, 
Which hath to Silvio been already giv'n, 


Car. Her Faith to Silvio ſerves the ſame for him, 


For 'tis the Name Mirtillo firſt receiv'd, 
It what thy Servant did declare, be true, 
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And he approv'd the Name I gave, Mirtillo 
Rather than Silvio. _,, wa! 
Mon. Now I do remember; n, 
"Tis true, for I reviyꝰ d ithꝰ ſecond Son. La 
That Name, to ſoothe the Loſs I had 'th' fuſt. 
Tir. Important was the Doubt—now tollow me. 
Mon. Carino, to the Temple let us go; 
Henceforth two, Father's. ſball, Mirtillo claim. 
To Day Montano finds a Son, and thou | 
In me, Carino, doſt, a. Brother find. | 
Car. In Love to him a Father—thee a Brother; 
Ever a Servant, in xeſpect to es? | 
Shall be Carin. Mucd zu: 
But ſince ſuch, Kindneſs thou to me doſt Ty 
Bold let me be to pray thee, 
- That my Companion. too be dear to thee,” 
For without him, I could not well be dear 
Unto myſelf. | 
Mon. Diſpoſe me as thou lik'ſt. 
Car. Eternal Deities !-O: how unlike 
Thoſe Paths ſo lofty, inaccetſible, 
By which your Bounties do to us deſcend, 
From thoſe fallacious, tortuous ones, by which 
Our feeble Thoughts attempt to climb to Hea vn! 
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SCENE VI. 


CORISCA. LINCO. 


| 
j 
Cor. So Linco, this obdurate Silvio, ; 1 
Becomes, when leaſt he thought i it, a warm Lover | 
But what of her became ? [1 
Lin. To Silvio's Houſe es 6 
We carried her; and where, all bath'd in Tears, 1 
I know not whether caus'd by Joy or Grief, ea 1 
His Mother did receive her; glad, no doubt, ” EOS f 
To ſee her Son a Lover and a Spaule . F. 
But griev'd for the Misfortune of the Nymph. | 1 
And as a Step Mother but ill ſupply d # 


With her two Daughters; one of whom ſhe wept 
As dead, and one whoſe Wound did threaten Death 
Cor. Is Amarillis dead then ? 
Lin. Fame reports 
She was condemn'd to die; for this alone 
My Steps I now directed to the Temple 
To ſoothe Montano ; that if he to day, 
One Daughter loſt, another he had gain'd, 
Cor. Dorinda is not dead then? 
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Lin. Dead, ſay'ſt thou? 
Wert thou as much alive, wer't thou as happy ! 
Cor, The Wound then was not mortal ſhe receiv'd ? 
Lin. By Silvio's Love, ev'n tho* ſhe had been dead, 
She had return'd to Life. 
Cor. And by what Skill, 
Recover'd ſhe ſo ſoon ? | 
Lin, All from the firſt | 
The Proceſs I'll inform thee ; twas moſt ſtrange.—— 
Now with officious Hands, and trembling Hearts, 
A Crowd of Men and Women ftood around 
The bleeding Nymph ; who firmly did inſiſt 
That but her Silvio, none ſhould touch the Wound. 
The Hand which drew the Shaft, ſhe ſaid, ſhould heal 
| her. 
Thus left alone, the Mother, I and Silvio, 
Too to adviſe, and one to execute, 
This hardy Youth, when gently he had rais'd 
From her ſmooth Iv'ry Skin, the bloody Garments, 
Did now attempt, from the deep Wound, to pluck 
The fixed Arrow; - but th' inſidious Reed 
Yielding, I know not how, unto the Hand 
Slipp'd from the Steel, and left it deep conceal'd. 
Here in good Truth, we felt a ſad Diſtreſs, 
Nor was it poſſible by any Skill, 
Or of a Maſter Hand, 
Or with the ſteely Probe, 
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Or by whatever Means to get it out. 

Perhaps, by making ſtill a larger Wound, 

And opening this, we-might; or ought thave reach'd 
With various Inſtruments, the latent Part: 

But much too tender and affectionate | 

Was Silvio's Hand, for ſo ſ:vere a Duty. 

With Inſtruments fo painful, 

Love ſurely doth not heal the Wounds he makes, 

As to th' enamour'd Maid, 

Her Pains and Suff' rings ſeem'd Senſations See 

Thus under Treatment of her Silvio's Hands; 
Encourag'd much by this, now he cries out, a 
* Yes thou ſhalt out, thou cruel Steel, thou ſhalt j— 
And with leſs Trouble than thou may*ſt * é 

He who hath driv'n thee in, : 
Thou'lt find is capable to draw thee out, 

Skill in the Chace, ſhall ſoon m_ me 

That Miſchief to repair, ger 

Whieh now I ſuffer by my Skill in \ Hentng: 

There is an Herb, as now I recolleR, | 

To the wild Goat well known, which he doth uſe 
Whene'er the Dart unto his Side adheres 
To us he taught it; Nature taught it him. 
And luckily 'tis near.“ —He leaves us ſtrait, 

And, preſently, from off the neighbouring Hill, 

A Bunch when he had gather'd, he returns. 

The Juices hence extracting, mixt with Seed 
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Of Vervain, and a little cent ry Root, 
Of theſe a Cataplaſm he makes, and ſpreads 
Moſt gently o'er the Wound—wond'rous th. Effect 
At once did ceaſe the Pain, the Blood was ſtanch' d, 
And in the ſhorteſt Space, the lurking Steel, 
Without Fatigue or Trouble, | 

Following the Hand, /obediently came out. 

And now, as tho' ns Wound ſhe had endur'd, 

In all her wonted Vigor roſe the Maid. | 
The Wound, however, could not mortal prove; 
For on one Side untouch' d it left the Womb 

And miſs'd the Bone, and only had funk deep 

Cor, Thou telleſt nme 
af Herbs the wond'rous Virtue ; of a Mai 
A. ſtill more ſtrange Eſcape- | | 
Lin. What hath ſince then, 

Between them paſs d, we eaſier may conceive, 
Than Words expreſs; paſt Doubt, Dorinda's cur'd, 
And juſt as freely moves, as e' er ſhe mov d. 

But ſpite of this, Coxiſca, I believe, 


And ſo doſt thou, that not oue Shaft alone, 
Hath ſtruck her - but by different Arrows pierc'd, 
The Nature of the Wounds will differ too. 


Some cauſe a bitter Pain, and ſome a ſweet j— 
By healing one is cur'd z but then another 
The Jeſs yau heal it, is in ſoundes State, 
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And whilſt a Hunter, was this cruel Youth 
So fond of piercing, that he ſtill ſhoots on, 
And tho' a Lover now, mult hit his Mark. 
Cor. O Linco, {till art thou the am'rous Lines 
Thou ever waſt. | 
Lin. Alas, my dear Coriſca! 
Linco in Will, in Vigor I am not, 
For in this old, and ſo much batter'd Trunk, 
Deſire predominates more ſtrong than ever, 
Cor. Now then, on Amarillis' Death, 
My Buſineſs is to ſee what is become 
Of my belov'd Mirtillo, 


SCENE VIII. 


ERGASTO. CORISCA. 


Erg. O Day replete with Wonder ! O thou Day 


All Love, all Bounty, all Feftivity ! 
O happy, happy Land! O gracious Heav'n! 
Cor. But here's Ergaſto in a lucky Moment. 
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Erg. To day let ev'ry Thing rejoice ; Earth, Heay*n, 


And Air and Fire—the Univerſe be glad! 

Yes, ev'n to Hell, let this our Joy deſcend, 

And for this Day its endleſs Pains ſuſpend, 
Cor, How he's tranfported |!——— 
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Erg. O ye happy Woods! 
If ſighing, heretofore, in plaintive Falls, 
Your Murmurs our Lamentings did lament 
Now with our Joy rejoice ! O looſen now 
As many Tongues as ye have Leaves that play, 
At the glad Sound of theſe all ſportive Galcs, 
So frolic with the Tidings of our Bliſs ! 
Oh ſing the Trials, and the Triumph fing 
Of two now happy Lovers ! 

Cor. Doubtleſs he, 
Of Silvio and Dorinda ſpeaks ; in ſhort, 
To live's the Thing ; ſoon, very ſoon, the Source 
Of Tears dries up; but Joy's redundant Stream 
For ever ſwells. Of Amarillis' Death 
You find no more is ſaid—'tis now the Plan 
To laugh with thoſe who laugh; and fo we ought ; 
For human Life is too replete with Woe, 
Ergaſto whither goeſt thou ſo blythe ? 
What, to ſome Wedding ? 

Erg. Juſt as thou haſt ſaid ; 
Thou then haſt heard of this moſt wond'rous Turn 
Of two moſt happy Lovers ?—Never ſure, 
Coriſca, greater Fortune could betide ! 
Cor. With higheſt Joy, from Linco, I/ but now 
Have heard it; and, in Part, it ſoothes the Grief 
Which ſore I feel for Amarillis' Death 

Erg. For Amauillis' Death ?—-but how ?—Of . 

Event 
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Doſt Thou now ſpeak ? or think'ſt thou that I ſpeak ? 
Cor. Of Silvio and Dorinda, 
Erg. No Sylvio. | 
No Dorinda; thou haſt then heard nothing. 
From a more noble Root, and more ſublime, 
And more ſtupendous, ſprings my Joy z—1I ſpeak 
Of Amarillis, and the brave Mirtillo; 
A Pair, this Day, the happieſt and moſt bleſt 
That ever Love inflam'd. 
Cor. Is Amarillis then 
Not dead? 
Erg. How dead! alive ſhe is, and bleſt, 
And beauteous, and a Wife ! 
Cor. Thou mock'ſt me ſure! 
Erg. I mock thee ! ſoon thoul't ſee it: 
Cor. Was ſhe not 
Condemn'd to die? 
Erg. She was but ſoon abſolv'd. 
Cor. Doſt thou tell Dreams ?—or do I dream I hear 
thee ? | 
Erg. If thou wilt ſtop, ſoon ſhalt thou ſee her paſs, 
Attended by her happy, true Mirtillo, 
Returning from the Temple, where, by this, 
The Marriage Vow they mutually have giv'n, 
And tow'rd Montano's Houſe, ſhalt ſee them go 
There of their bitter Trials, and ſo num'rous, 
In Extaſy, at length to reap the Harveſt, 
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O had thou ſeen the Gladneſs in the Looks, 

Or heard the joyful Shouts, which all around, 
Coriſca, from a Crowd innumerable, 

That fill'd the Temple, ſcem'd the Roofs to rend ! 
There Women mixt with Men, might'& thou haye ſcen, 
Old Men with Boys, and Miniſters and People, 
Confounded all together, overjoy'd, 

Almoſt to Phrenzy, with Amazement all 

Flocking to gaze upon the happy Pair, 

And homage pay, and cordially embrace them ! 
Some praiſe his Zeal, and ſome his Conſtancy, 

And ſome his Gifts from Heav'n, ſome thoſe of Nature; 
The Mountain and the Plain, the Hills and Vales 
Reſound the faithful Shepherd's glorious Name ! 

How ſudden he became, 

From a poor Shepherd, a young Demi-God |!— 

How in a Moment's Space, 

From Death he ſprung to Life z and chang'd at once, 
Impending Obſequics, 

For Nuptials ſo remote, and fo deſpair'd of. 

This tao” Coriſca we muſt own is much, 

Is yet of ſmall Account: 

But to enjoy the Maid, to die for whom 

He could enjoy; the Maid, who was ſo ready 

To love not only, but with him to die; 

Into her Arms to ruſh, for whom before, 

So readily on Death he would have ruſh'd; 
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This is ſuch Fortune, this is ſuch a Tranſport, 
That paſſeth all Conception 
And doſt thou not rejoice ?-=doſt thou not feel 
For thy dear Amarillis, that Delight 
Which I feel for Mirtillo ? 
Cor. O yes, ſure 
Ergaſto, ſee how very much I'm pleas'd! 
Erg. O hadſt thou ſeen the beauteous Amarillis, 
When as a Token of her Faith, her Hand 
She ſtretch'd out to Mirtillo ;j— 
And he in Token of his Love to her 
A Kiſs, ſweet—aye, inexplicably ſweet, 
I know not if to ſay he gave or ſnatch'd | 
Surely thou would'ſt have dy'd away with Sweetneſs, 
O what Vermilion! O what Roſes glow'd ! 
How at the Inſtant, did her lovely Cheeks 
Both Nature's Colour paſs, and that of Art! 
How did ſhe arm her Baſhfulneſs 
With the enchanting Shield of bluſhing Charms! 
And he—what Power did he not gain, 
Who was before ſo pow'rful in her Heart ! 
While ſhe, reluctant in her Look, and coy, 
Seem'd on the Point of flying, 
The more deliciouſly the Smack to taſte ! 
And left it doubtful if this fav'ry Kiſs 
Were ſnatch'd or granted; | 
With ſuch Addreſs *twas giv'n and receiv'd, 
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And that engaging Shew of Backwardneſs, 

Did by Refuſal ſtimulate, 

Partaking both of Rapine and Surrender 

So courteous a Denial, that it ſued 

For what, denying, it beſtow'd : 

Tas a forbidding, which ſo ſweetly call'd 

For the Attack ; 

The Seizer found the Seizure ſeiz d himſelf ; 

A Stand, and yet a Flight, 

That urg'd the Seizure : 

O moſt extatic Kiſs! 

I've done, I can no more Coriſca, 

This Inſtant, yes, this Inſtant will I go 

And ſeek ſome fair one to accept my Vow, 

For in ſuch exquitſie Delight, 

Tis Love alone can give the true Enjoyment. 
Cor. If what he ſays be trne, 

This is the Day, Coriſca, 

In which thou'lt wholly loſe, or gain thy Wits. , 


Tur FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 233 


SCENE IX. 


CHORUS or SHEPHERDS. 


CORISCA. AMARILLIS. MIRTIILo. 


C, S. Hear, O ſacred Hymen, hear 
Theſe our Strains, and Vows ſo dear! 
Kindly view this happy Pair; 
Both the heavenly Stock who ſhare, 
O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Bliſs prepare 
Cor. Alas, it is too true ; and this, thou Wretch, 
The Fruit which from thy Vanities thou reap'ſt. 
O Thoughts! O Wiſhes ! O ſeductive Wiles ! 
Fallacious, vain ; as wicked and unjuſt l 
And to accompliſh my unbridled Will, 
Could I perfidiouſly, then ſeek the Life 
Of this ſo innocent, and beauteous Nymph ? 
Could I be cruel), blind to that Degree? 
Who now doth ope my Eyes ?—what's this I ſee ? 
My Crime, 1n all its Horror of Deformity, 
Which, hitherte, the Garb had worn of Bliſs, 
C. S. Hear, O ſacred Hymen, hear 
Theſe our Strains, and Vows ſo dear! 


/ 
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Kindly view this happy Pair, 
Both the heav'nly Stock who ſhare ; 
O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Bliſs 8 ! 
Behold, O faithful Shepherd ! 
After ſo many Tears ;— 
After ſo many Toils, what thou haſt gain'd ! 
Is this not her, of whom thou waſt depriv'd 
Both by the Laws of Heav'n, and thoſe of Earth? 
And by thy cruel Deſtiny ?— 
And by her own chaſte Will ?— 
And by thy humble Lot ?— 
And by her plighted Faith, and Death itſelf ? 
Yet, there, ſhe's thine Mirtillo ! 
That Face ſo much beloy'd, thoſe beauteous Eyes, 
'That Neck, thoſe Hands ; that all, 
Which thou beholdeſt, heareſt, and can touch; 
For which ſo long, ſo ardently in vain 
Thou figh'dſt ;—doth now become thy rich Reward, 
And art thou filent ? 

Mir. How can I ſpeak, when ſcarcely can I tell 
If I'm alive? 
When thus uncertain, if I fee or hear, 
What yet I ſeem to ſee, and ſeem to hear? 
Let my ſweet Amarillis ſpeak, 
Since all in her abſorb'd, 
My Soul, and my Affections live in her, 
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C. S. Hear, O facred Hymen, hear 

Theſe our Strains, and Vows fo dear: 

Kindly view this happy Pair, | 

Both the Heav'nly Stock who ſhare, 

O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Bliſs prepare. 
Cor. But what with me have ye to do, 

Inſidious, treach*'rous, baſe Alurements ? 

Ye ſerve as Trappings to the grow'ling Trunk. 

But much the Soul contaminate. 

Begone, Oh how have ye deceiv'd, and mockt mel 

And as from Earth ye ſpring, to Earth return. 

Awhile, I made you Arms of wanton Love, 

To Virtue, now, the Spoils, and Trophies prove. 
C. S. Hear, O ſacred Hymen, hear 

Theſe our Strains, and Vows ſo dear ! 

Kindly view this happy Pair, 

Both the heav'nly Stock who ſhare 

O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Blifs prepare ! 
Cor. But why delay, Coriſca ? 

Tis the fit Seaſon to ſolicit Pardon. 

What meaneſt thou? Is't Puniſhment thou dread'ſt ? 

Be not diſmay'd——what Puniſhment alarms thee ? 

A greater than thy Guilt thou canſt not have, 

Happy and lovely Pair! 

So much befriended both by Earth and Heay'n, 

If to your ruling Fate, to Day doth bene 

All earthly Power, 
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With Reaſon at your Feet ſhould likewiſe bend 
Her who againſt your Fate, againſt yourſelves, 
Hath ev'ry earthly Pow'r ſo ſtrongly moy'd. 
No longer I deny, bright Nymph, that I 
What thou deſird'ſt, deſir d; but thou enjoyſi it, 
Becauſe compleatly worthy to enjoy. 
Thou doſt enjoy the worthieſt Swain that lives; 
And thou, Mirtillo! ſure the chaſteſt Nymph 
The World contains, or ever did contain, 
Well can I vouch for this, as having try'd - 
Of him the Troth, of her the Challity ; 
But thou moſt amiable, moſt courteous Nymph ! 
Before thou exerciſe thy Wrath upon me, 
View but a while the Face of thy dear Spouſe, 
And there at once'thou'lt ſee what urg'd my Crime, 
And what, I truſt, will urge my Pardon too. 
By Virtue of thy dear and lovely Pledge, ' 
O lovely Amarillis ! 
Let ſuch a lovely Treſpaſs Pardon find, 
And *twill be highly juſt 
That Love, to Day, by thee ſhould be abſoiv'd 
Of all his Crimes; by Love ſo ſweetly thus involv'd. 
Am. Coriſca, I not only pardon thee, 
But ſtill will hold thee dear; 
Viewing th' Effect alone, and not the Cauſe, 
For Steel and Fire, tho? with them Pain they bring, 
If they do heal, the healed holds them dear 
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Whatever Part reſpecting me to Day, 
Thou took'ſt, or that of Enemy or Friend, 
It is enough for me that Deſtiny 
Did uſe thee as, the happy Inſtrument 
To bring forth all my Joy;—4elicious Arts ! 
Succeſsful Treachery !—and if thou'rt inclin'd 
To ſhare our Bliſs, come freely and partake 
Of this our ſweet Feſtivity ! 
Cor. Enough my Joy, to have receiv'd from thee | 
My Pardon, and reform'd my vicious Heart | 
Mir. And I forgive thee too thy Crimes, Coriſca, 
All but this long, impertinent Intruſion. 
Cor. May ye be happy, and farewell, 
C. S. Hear, O ſacred Hymen, hear 
Theſe our Strains, and Vows. ſo dear, 
Kindly view this happy Pair, 
Both the heay'nly Stock who ſhare, 
O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Bliſs prepare! 
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SCENE x. 


MIRTILLO. AMARILLIS. 


CHORUS or SHEPHERDS. 


Mir. Am I to Grief ſo *cuſtom'd then, that Care 
Ev'n in the midſt of Joy will intervene ?— 
Did not the low Procefſion of this Pomp 
Enough delay us, but Coriſca too 
Mutt ſtill retard our march? 
Am. How eager Love! 
Mir. O my Delight! I yet am not ſecure, 
I tremble ſtill with Doubt, nor can be ſure 
That I poſſeſs thee, till the happy Hour 
'That in my Father's Houſe thou'rt all my own. 
To ſay the Truth, theſe ſeem to me as Dreams; 
And I do fear, left my ſweet Sleep be 10us'd, 
And thou, my Life, eſcape me like a Viſion ; 
Yes, I could with this Inſtant might produce 
Some other Proof, that this delicious Waking 
Were not a Sleep. 
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| "Hear, O ſacred Hymen, hear 

Theſe our Strains, and Vows ſo dear ! 

Kindly view this happy Pair, 

Both the heav'nly Stock who ſhare 

O tye thyſelf the Knot, and all their Bliſs prepare. 


S % Rn 
O happy Pair! 
Who have in Sorrow ſown, and reap'd in Joy, 
How hath your bitter Share of Grief's Alloy 
Now ſweeten'd and confirm'd your preſent Bliſs ! 
And may ye learn from this, 
Blind, feeble Mortals! to diſtinguiſh right 
What are true Ills, and what is pure Delight— 
Not all that pleaſes, is ſubſtantial Good; 
Nor all which grieves, true Ill, well underſtood 
That, of all Joys, muſt be pronounc'd the beſt, 
Which Virtue's arduous Triumphs yield the Breaſt, 


